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OMER is univerſally allowed to have had the 
greateſt Invention of any writer whatever, The 
praiſe of judgment Virgil has juſtly conteſted with him, 
and others may have their pretenſions as to particular 
excellencies; but his Invention remains yet unrivaled. 
Nor is it a wonder if he has ever been acknowledged 
the greateſt of poets, who moſt excelled in that which 
is the very foundation of poetry. It is the Invention 
that in different degrees diſtinguiſhes all great Ceniuſes ; 
the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſtudy, learning, and induſtra, 
which maſters every thing befides, can never attain to 
this. It furniſhes Art with all her materials, and with- 
out it, Judgment itſelf can at beſt but ſteal wiſely ; for 
Art is only like a prudent ſteward that lives on mana g- 
ing the riches of Nature, Whatever praiſes may be 
given to works of Judgment, there is not even a ſingle 
beauty in them to which the Invention muſt not contri- 
bute : as in the moſt regular gardens, Art can only re- 
duce the beauties of Nature to more regularity, and ſuch 
a figure, which the common eye may better take in, and 
is therefore more entertained with. And perhaps the 
reaſon why common critics are inclined to prefer a ju- 
Cictous and methodical genius to a great and fruitful 
one, is, becauſe they find it eaſier for themſelves to pur- 
Volu ALVOL” 3B: ſuc 
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ſue their obſervations through an uniform and bounded 
walk of Art, than to comprehend the vaſt and various 
extent of Nature. 
Our author's work is a wild paradiſe, where if we 
cannot ſee all the beauties ſo diſtinctly as in an ordered 
garden, it is only becauſe the number of them is infi- 
nitely greater. It is like a copious nurſery, which con- 
| tains the ſeeds and firſt productions of every kind, out 
of which thoſe who followed him have but ſelected ſome 
particular plants, each according to his fancy, to culti- 
vate and beautify, If ſome things are too luxuriant, it 
is owing to the richneſs of the foil ; and if others are 
not arrived to perfection or maturity, it is only becauſe 
they are over- run and von 1 thoſe * a N 
nature 
It is to the ſtrength of this amazing Invention we are 
to attribute that unequalled fire and rapture, which is 
ſo forcible in Homer, that no man of a true poeticat 
ſpirit is maſter of himſelf while he reads him. What 
de writes, is of the moſt animating nature imaginable ; 
every thing moves, every thing lives, and 1s put in ac- 
tion, If a council be called, or a battle fought, you 
are not coldly informed of what was ſaid or done as 
from a third perſon ; the reader is hurried out of him- 
ſelf by the force of the Poet's imagination, and turns 
in one place to a hearer, in another to a ſpeRator. 


Ihe courſe of his verſes reſembles that of the army he 
| deſcribes, 
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1 „earth before i it. It 1s however remarkable that his 
s fancy, which 1s every where vigorous, is not diſcovered 
immediately at the beginning of his poem in its fulleſt 

e ſplendor: it grows in the progreſs both upon himſelf 


d and others, and becomes on fire, like a chariot-wheel, 
i- by its own rapidity. Exact diſpoſition, juſt thought, 
1 correct elocution, poliſhed numbers, may have been 
It found in a thouſand ; but this poetical fire, this vi- 
e vida vis animi, in a very few. Even in works where 
1- all thoſe are imperfect or neglected, this can overpower 
it criticiſm, and make us admire even while we diſapprove. 
re Nay, where this appears, though attended with abſur- 
ſe aities, it brightens all the rubbiſh about it, till we ſee 
er nothing but its own ſplendor. This fire is diſcerned 
in Virgil, but diſcerned as through a glaſs, reflected 
72 from Homer, more ſhining than fierce, but every where 
18 equal and conſtant; in Lucan and Statius, it burſts out 
cat in ſudden, ſhort, and interrupted flaſhes : in Milton it 
nat Ml glows like a furnace kept up to an uncommon ardor by 
le; ¶ the force of art: in Shakeſpeare it ſtrikes before we are 
ac- aware, like an accidental fire from heaven; but in Ho- 
ou 


mer, and in him only, it burns every where . : 
and every where irreſiftibly, 
im- I ſhall here endeavour to ſhew, how this vaſt Inv en- 
rns tion exerts itſelf in a manner ſuperior to that of any 
tor. ¶ poet, through all the main conſtituent parts of his work, 
he as it is the great and peculiar characteriſtic which dis- 
tinguiſhes lea from all other authors. 

This ſtrong and ruling faculty was like a powerful 
hole tar, which, in the violence of its courſe, drew all things 
Arth B 2 within 
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within its vortex. It ſeemed not enough to have taken 
in the whole circle of arts, and the whole compaſs of 


nature, to ſupply his maxims and reflections; all the in- 


ward paſſions and affections of mankind, to furniſh his | 
characters; and all the outward forms and images of 
things, for his deſcriptions ; but, wanting yet an ampler | 
{ſphere to expatiate in, he opened a new and boundleſs | 

walk for his imagination, and created a world for him- 
ſelf in the invention of Fable. That which Ariftotle | 
calls the * Soul of poetry,” was firſt breathed into it by 
Homer. I ſhall begin with confidering him in this part, 
as it is naturally the firſt ; and I ſpeak of it both as it 5 
means the 3 of a a and as it is taken for U/ 


A 
Fable may be divided into 1 Probable, the Allego- 
rical, , and the Marvellous. The Probable Fable is the 


_ recital of ſuch actions as though they did not happen, 


yet might, in the common courſe of nature: or of ſuch 
as, though they did, become fables by the additional 
_ epiſodes and manner of telling them. Of this ſort is 
the main tory of an Epic poem, the return of Ulyſles, 


the ſettlement of the Trojans in Italy, or the like. | 


That of the Iliad is the anger of Achilles, the molt 
Mor: and ſingle ſubject that ever was choſen by any 
poet. Vet this he has ſupplied with a vaſter variety of 
Incidents and events, and crowded with a greater num- 
ber of councils, ſpeeches, battles, and epiſodes of all 
kinds, than aret o be found even in thoſe poems whoſe 
{:hemes are of the utmoſt latitude and irregularity. The 


Action is hurried on with the moſt vehement ſpirit, and 


its 


JFG :---- 7x 


its whole duration employs not ſo much as fifty days. 


Virgil, for want of ſo warm a genius, aided himſelf 


by taking in a more extenſive ſubject, as well as a greater 
length of time, and contracting the deſign of both Ho- 
mer's poems into one, which is yet but a fourth part 
as large as his. The other epic poets have uſed the 
ſame practice, but generally carried it ſo far as to ſu- 
perinduce a multiplicity of fables, deſtroy the unity of 
action, and loſe their readers in an unreaſonable length 
of time. Nor is it only in the main deſign that they 
By have been unable to add to his invention, but they have 
followed him in every epiſode and part of ſtory. If he 
has given a regular catalogue of an army, they all 
draw up their force 3 in the ſame order. If he has fu- 
neral games for Patroclus, Virgil has the ſame for An- 
chiſes ; and Statins (rather than omit them) deſtroys the 
unity of his action for thoſe of Archemoras. If Ulyſ- 
ſes vilits the ſhades, the Eneas of Virgil, and Scipio of 
Silius, are ſent after him. If he be detained from 
his return by the allurements of Calypſo, ſo is Aneas 
by Dido, and Rinaldo by Armida. If Achilles be ab- 
ſent from the army on the ſcore of a quarrel through 
half the poem, Rinaldo muſt abſent himſelf juſt as long 
on the like account. If he gives his hero a ſuit of ce- 
leſtial armour, Virgil and Taſſo make the ſame preſent 
to theirs. Virgil has not only cbſerved this cloſe imi- 
tation of Homer, but, where he had not led the way, ſup- 
plied the want from other Greek authors. Thus the 
ſtory of Simon, and the taking of Troy was copied {ſays 
Macrobius) almoſt word for word from Piſander, as the 
B 3 loves 
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loves of Dido and Æneas are taken from thoſe of Me. . 

dea and Jaſon in Apollonius, and ſeveral others in | the 1 | 

ſame manner. 5 

To proceed to the Allegodical Fable: if we reflect 0 

upon thoſe innumerable knowledges, thoſe ſecrets of MI 

nature and phyſical philoſophy, which Homer is gene- 

rally ſuppoſed to have wrapped up in his Allegories, 1 

what a new and ample ſcene of wonder may this con. 

ſideration afford us! how fertile will that imagination | 

appear, which was able to clothe all the properties of | 

elements, the qualifications of the mind, the virtues Þ 

and vices, in forms and perſons ; and to introduce them 

into actions agreeable to the nature of the things they 

| ſhadowed! This is a field in which no ſucceeding poets 

could diſpute with Homer ; and whatever commenda- | 

tions have been allowed them on this head, are by no 

means for their invention in having enlarged his circle, 

but for their judgment in having contracted it. For 

when the mode of learning changed in following ages, 

and ſcience was delivered 1n a plainer manner; it then 

became as reaſonable in the more modern poets to lay 

it aſide, as it was in Homer to make uſe of it. And 

perhaps it was no unhappy circumſtance for Virgil, that 

there was not in his time that demand upon him of ſo 

great an invention, as might be capable of N 

all thoſe allegorical parts of a poem. 

The marvellous Fable includes whatever is ſuperna- 
tural, and eſpccially the machines of the Gods. He 

| feems the firſt who brought them into a ſyſtem of ma- 
chinery for poetry, and ſuch a one as makes its greateſt 

importance 
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importance and dignity, For we find thoſe authors 
who have been offended at the literal notion of the 
Gods, conſtantly laying their accuſation againſt Homer 


as the chief ſupport of it. But whatever cauſe there 


might be to blame his machines in a philoſophical or ' 
religious view, they are ſo perfect in the poetic, that 


mankind have been ever ſince contented to follow 
them: none have been able to enlarge the ſphere of 
poetry beyond the limits he has ſet: every attempt of 
this nature has proved unſucceſsful; and after all the 


various changes of times and religions, his Gods con- 


tinue to this day the Gods of poetry. 

We come now to the characters of his perſons ; and 
here we ſhall find no author has ever drawn ſo many, 
with ſo viſible and ſurprizing a variety, or given us 
ſuch lively and affecting impreſſions of them. Every 
one has ſomething ſo fneulatly his own, that no pain- 
ter could have diſtinguiſhed them more by their fea- 
tures, than the poet has by their manners. Nothing 
can be more exact than the diſtinctions he has obſerved 
in the different degrees of virtues and vices. The ſin- 
gle quality of courage is wonderfully diverfified in the 
ſeveral characters of the Iliad. That of Achilles is 
furious and intractable; that of Diomede forward, yet 


| liſtening to advice, and ſubject to command; that of 


Ajax is heavy, and ſelf-confiding : of Hector, active 
and vigilant; the courage of Agamemnon is inſpirited 
by love of empire and ambition; that of Menelaus 
mixed with ſoftneſs and tenderneſs fu his people : we 


ind in Idomeneus a plain direct ſoldier, in Sarpedon 


B 4 a gallant 
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gallant and generous one. Nor 1s this judicious and 
aſtoniſhing diverſity to be found only in the principal 
quality which conſtitutes the main of each character, 
but even in the under parts of it, to which he takes 
care to give a tincture of that principal one. For ex- 
ample, the main characters of Ulyſſes and Neſtor con- 
ſiſt in wiſdom; and they are diſtinct in this, that the 


wiſdom of one is artificial and various, of the other 


natural, open and regular. But they have, beſides, 
characters of courage; and this quality alſo takes a 
different turn in each from the difference of his pru- 
dence; for one in the war depends ſtill upon caution, 
the other upon experience. It would be endleſs to pro- 


duce inſtances of theſe kinds. The characters of Vir- 
gil are far from ſtriking us in this open manner; they 
lie en a great degree hidden and undiſtinguiſhed, and 
where they are marked moſt evidently, affect us not in 


proportion to thoſe of Homer. His characters of va- 


lour are much alike; even that of Turnus ſeems no 
way peculiar but as it is in a ſuperior degree; and we 


ſee nothing that differences the courage of Mneſtheus 
from that of Sergeſthus, Cloanthus, or the reſt, In like 

manner it may be remarked of Statius's heroes, that 
an air of impetuoſity runs through them all; the ſame 


horrid and ſavage courage appears in his Capaneus, 


Tydeus, Hippomedon, &c. They have a parity of 
character, which makes them feem brothers of one fa- 
mily. I believe when the reader is led into this track of 


reflection, if he will purſue it through the Epic and 


Tragic writers, he will be convinced how infinitely 
ſuperior 
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ſuperior in this point the Invention of Homer was to 


that of all others. 

The ſpeeches are to be conſidered as ; they flow from 
the characters, being perfect or defective as they agree 
or diſagree with the manners of thoſe who utter W 
As there is more variety of characters in- the Iliad, ſo 
there is of ſpeeches, than in any other poem. Every 
thing in it has manners (as Ariſtotle expreſſes it) that 
is, every thing is ated or ſpoken. It is hardly credible 
in a work of ſuch length, how {mall a number of lines 
are employed in narration. In Virgil the dramatic part 
is leſs in proportion to the narrative; and the ſpeeches 
often conſiſt of general reflections or thoughts, which 
might be equally juit in any perſon's mouth upon 
the ſame occaſion. As many of his perſons have no ap- 
parent characters, ſo many of his ſpeeches eſcape being 
applied and judged by the rule of propriety. We oft- 
ner think of the author himſelf when we read Virgil, | 
than when we are engaged in Homer : all which are 
the effects of a colder invention, that intereſts us leſs in 
the action deſcribed : Homer makes us hearers, and 
Virgil leaves us readers. . 

If in the next place we take a view of the ſentiments, 
the ſame preſiding faculty is eminent in the ſublimity 
and ſpirit of his thoughts. Longinus has given his 
opinion, that it was in this part Homer principally ex- 
celled. What were alone fuſiicient to prove the gran- 
deur and excellence of his ſentiments in general, is, 

that they have ſo remarkable a parity with thoſe of the 
ſcripture ; ; Duport, in his Gnomologia Homerica, has 
collected 
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collected innumerable inſtances of this ſort. And it h, 
with juſtice an excellent modern writer allows, that if : 
Virgil has not ſo many thoughts that are low and vulgar, 
he has not ſo many that are ſublime and noble; and 
that the Roman author ſeldom riſes into very aſtoniſh. 


ing ſentiments, where he is not fired by the Iliad. 


If we obſerve his deſcriptions, images, and ſimiles, 
we ſhall find the invention ſtill predominant. To what! 
elſe can we aſcribe that vaſt comprehenſion of images : 
of every ſort, where we ſce each circumſtance of art, 


and individual of nature ſummoned together by the ex. 


tent and fecundity of his imagination; to which all 
things in their various views preſented themſelves| 
” in an inſtant, and had their impreſions taken off to 
perfection at a heat? Nay, he not only gives us the] 


full proſpects of things, but ſeveral unexpected pecu- 
liarities and ſide- views, unobſerved by any painter but 


Homer. Nothing is ſo ſurprizing as the deſcriptions | 
of his battles, which take up no leſs than half the Iliad, 


and are ſupplied with fo vaſt a variety of incidents, 


that no one bears a likeneſs to another; ſuch different 


: kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are wounded in 
the ſame manner; and ſuch a profuſion of noble ideas, 
that every battle riſes above the laſt in greatneſs, hor- 
ror, and confuſion, It is certain there is not near that 
number of images and deſcriptions in any Epic Poet; 
though every one has afliſted himſelf with a great quan- 
tity out of him: and it is evident of Virgil eſpecially, 


that he has ſcarce any compariſons which are not drawn 
from his maſter, 


1 


th 
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If we deſcend from hence to the expreſſion, we ſee 


the bright imagination of Homer, ſhining out in the 


moſt enlivened forms of it. We acknowledge him the 
father of poetical diction, the firſt who taught that lan- 
guage of the Gods to men. His expreſſion is like the 
coloucing of ſome great maſters, which diſcovers itſelf 


to be laid on boldly, and executed with rapidity. It it 


indeed the ſtrongeſt and moſt glowing imaginable, and 
touched with the greateſt ſpirit. Ariſtotle had reaſon 
to ſay, He was the only poet who had found out living 
words; there are in him more daring figures and me- 
taphors than in any good author whatever. An arrow 
is impatient to be on the wing, and a weapon thirſts 
to drink the blood of an enemy, and the like; yet his 


expreſſion is never too big for the ſenſe, but juſtly great 
| in proportion to it. It is the ſentiment that ſwells and 


fills out the diftion, which riſes with it, and forms it- 
ſelf about it: for in the ſame degree that a thought is 
warmer, an expreſſion will be brighter; as that is more 
ſtrong, this will become more perſpicuous : like glaſs 

in the 'furnace, which grows to a greater magnitude, 
and refines to a greater clearneſs, only as the breath 

within 1s more nowerfal: and the heat more intenſe. 
Io throw his language more out of proſe, Homer 
hos to have affected the compound epithets. This 
was a fort of compoſition peculiarly proper to poetry, 
not only as it heightened the dition, but as it aſſiſted 
and filled the numbers with greater ſound and pomp, 
and likewiſe conduced in Jome meaſure to thicken the 
images. 
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images. On this laſt conſideration I cannot t but aftri. I 
bute theſe alſo to the fruitfulneſs of his invention, fince Þ 
(as he has managed them) they are a ſort of ſuper. | 

numerary pictures of the perſons or things to which they 


are joined. We ſee the motions of HJector's plumes in 


dhe epithet napluionD, the landſcape of Mount Neri- : 


tus in that of «Ji@van®,, and ſo of others; Which 


particular images could not have been inſiſted upon fo | 


long as to expreſs them in a deſcription (though but of 
a ſingle line) without diverting the reader too much 
from the principal action or figure. As a metaphor is 


a ſhort ſimile, one of theſe epithets is a ſhort * 
tion. 


Laſtly, if we conſider bis rerkicarion, we ſhall be 


' ſenſible what a ſhare of praiſe is due to his invention in 
that. He was not ſatisfied with his language as he 
found it ſettled in any one part of Greece, but ſearched 
through its differing dialects with this particular view, 
to beautify and perfect his numbers: he confidered 

_ theſe as they had a greater mixture of vowels and con- 
| ſonants, and accordingly employed them as the verſe re- 


__ quiredeither a greater ſmoothneſs or ſtrength, What 


he moſt affected was the Tonic, which has a peculiar 
ſweetneſs from its never uſing contractions, and from 
its cuſtom of reſolving the dipthongs into two ſylla- 
bles; ſo as to make the words open themſelves with a 
more ſpreading and ſonorous fluency, With this he 
mingled the Attic contractions, the broader Doric, 
and the feebler Eolic, which often rejects its aſpiraes, 
or takes off its accent; and completed this variety by 


altering 
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ri. MY altering ſome letters with the licence of poetry. Thus 
\c> his meaſures, inſtead of being fetters to his ſenſe, were 
er. always in readineſs to run along with the warmth of 
oy his rapture, and even to give a farther repreſentation of 
zn his notions, in the correſpondence of their ſounds to 
ri. what they fignified, Out of all theſe he has derived 
en that harmony, which makes us confeſs he had not only 
the richeſt head, but the fineſt ear in the world. This 
of I is fo great a truth, that whoever will but conſult the 
4 tune of his verſes, even without underſtanding them 
i (wich the ſame ſort of diligence as we daily ſee practiſed 
ip. Þ in the caſe of Italian Operas) will find more ſweetneſs, 
variety, and majeſty of ſound, than in any other lan- 
be guage or poetry. The beauty of his numbers is allow- 


in ed by the eriticks to be copied but faintly by Virgil 
he himſelf, though they are ſo juſt to aſcribe it to the na- 
ed ture of the Latin tongue: indeed the Greek has ſome 
8 advantages both from the natural ſound of its words, 
and the turn and cadence of its verſe, which agree with 
the genius of no other language: Virgil was very ſen- 
ſible of this, and uſed the utmoſt ailigence in working 
up a more intractable language to whatſoever graces it 
was capable of ; and in particular never failed to bring 
3 the ſound of his line to a beautiſul agreement wich its 
ſenſe. If the Grecian poet has not been ſo frequently 
celebrated on this account as the Roman, the only rea- 
ſon is that fewer criticks have underitood one language 
than the other. Dionyſius of Halicarnaſſus has point- 
ed out many of our Author's beauties in this kind, in 
dis treatiſe of the Compoſition of Words, It ſuffices | 
| at 


and tranſported, his ſentiments more warm and ſub- 
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at preſent to obſerve of his numbers, that they flow 
with ſo much eaſe, as to make one imagine Homer 
had no other care than to tranſcribe as faft as the 
Muſes dictated: and at the ſame time with ſo much 


force and inſpired vigour, that they awaken and raiſe 


us like the ſound of a trumpet. They roll along as a ; 


plentiful river, always in motion, and always full: 
while we are borne away by a tide of verſe, the moſt ra- 
pid, and yet the moſt ſmooth imaginable. _ 
Thus, on whatever fide we contemplate Homer, what 
principally ſtrikes us is his Invention. It is that which 
forms the character of each part of his work; and ac- 
cordingly we find it to have made his fable more exten- 
five and copious than any other, his manners more 
lively and ſtrongly marked, his ſpeeches more affecting 


lime, his images and deſcriptions are full and animat- 

ed, his expreſſion. more raiſed and daring, and his 

numbers more rapid and various. I hope in what has 
been ſaid of Virgil with regard to any of theſe heads, 
I have no ways derogated from his character. Nothing 
is more abſurd or endleſs, than the common method of 

comparing eminent writers by an oppoſition of particu- 
lar paſſages in them, and forming a judgment from 

_ thence of their merit upon the whole, We ought to 
have a certain knowledge of the principal character and 
diſtinguiſhed excellence of each: it is in that we are 
to conſider him, and in proportion to his degree in that 
ne are to admire him, No author or man ever excel- 
| led 


, PREFACE” T 
Ow ed all-the world in more than one faculty; and as Ho- 
er mer has done this in Invention, Virgil has in Judgment. 
the Not that we are to think Homer wanted Judgment, 
ch ¶pecauſe V irgil had it in a more eminent degree; or that 
iſe irgil wanted invention, becauſe Homer poſſeſt a larger 
S a 
II: poth than perhaps any man beſides, and are only ſaid 
to have leſs in compariſon with one another, Homer was 
© the greater genius, Virgil the better artiſt, In one we 
: admire the man, in the other the work : Homer 

Whurries and tranſports us with a commanding impe- 
Wtuofity, Virgil leads us with an attractive majeſty : 

Homer ſcatters with a generous profuſion, Virgil beſtows 
with a careful magnificence : Homer, like the Nile, 


2g {pours out his riches with a boundleſs overflow; Virgil 
b- like a river in its banks, with a gentle and conſtant 
t- agream. When we behold their battles, methinks the 
us two poets reſemble the heroes they celebrate : Homer, 


boundleſs and irreſiſtable as Achilles, bears all before 
is, him, and ſhines more and more as the tumult increaſes ; 
ig virgil, calmly daring like Æneas, appears undiſturbed 
of in the midſt of the action; diſpoſes all about him, and 
u- Weonquers with tranquillity. And when we look upon 
m their machines, Homer ſeems like his own Jupiter in 
to bis terrors, ſhaking Olympus, ſcattering the lightnings, 
id and firing the heavens ; Virgil, like the ſame power 
re in his benevolence, counſelling with the Gods, laying 
at plans for empires, and regularly ordering his whole 
1- creation. OT 


d : But, 


hare of it: each of theſe great authors had more of / 
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But, after all, it is with great parts, as with great ; 
virtues; they naturally border on ſome imperfection; 


and it is often hard to diſtinguiſh exactly where theÞ 6 
virtue ends, or the fault begins. As prudence may H 
| ſometimes ſink to ſuſpicion, ſo may a great judgment : 
decline to coldneſs; and as magnanimity may run up toi h 
profuſion or extravagance, ſo may a great invention toi 1 
redundancy or wildneſs. If we look upon Homer in AE 
this view, we ſhall perceive the chief objections againktÞ 4 
him to proceed from ſo noble a cauſe as the exceſs off 0 
this faculty. ; 
Among theſe we may reckon Coma of his ViarvellouM - 
Fictions, upon which ſo much criticiſm has been ſpent, 4 
as ſurpaſſing all the bounds of probability. Perhaps it 5 
may be with great and ſuperior ſouls, as with gigantic 1 
bodies, which exerting themſelves with unuſual 0 
ſtrength, exceed what is commonly thought the due f 
proportion of parts, to become miracles in the whole; : 
and like the old heroes of that make, cominit ſome- f 
thing near extravagance, amidſt a ſeries of glories and 
inimitable performances, Thus Homer has his ſpeak 4 
ing horſes, and Virgil his myrtles diſtilling blood, . 
where the latter has not ſo much as contrived the eaſy 5 
intervention of a Deity to ſave the probability. 0 
It is owing to the ſame vaſt invention, that his ſimiles 
have been thought too exuberant and full of circum- 1 
ſtances. The force of this faculty is ſcen in nothing 


more, than in its inability to confine itſelf to that fingle 

cxrcumſtance upon which the compariſon is grounded: 

it runs out into embelliſhments of ten images, 
W nich 
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which however are ſo managed as not to overpower the 
main one. His ſimiles are like pictures, where the 
principal figure has not only its proportion given agree- 
ably to the original, but is alſo ſet off with occaſional 
ornaments and proſpects. The ſame will account ſor 
? VEE his manner of heaping a number of compariſons toge- 
1 UE ther in one breath, when his fancy ſuggeſted to him at 


cnt 


rug once ſo many various and correſpondent images. The 

un reader will eaſily extend this obſervation to more ob- 

s jections of the ſame kind : 

| If there are others which ſeem rather to charge him 

. Vith a defect or narrowneſs of genius, than an exceſs 
J 


of it; thoſe ſeeming defects will be found upon exami- 
nation to proceed wholly from the nature of the times 
he lived in. Such are his groſler repreſentations of the 
| Gods, and the vicious and imperfe& manners of his He- 
roes ; but I muſt here ſpeak a word of the latter, as it is 
a point generally carried intoextremes, both by the cen- 
ſurers and defenders of Homer. It muſt be a ſtrange 

partiality to antiquity, to think with madam Dacier, 
« that“ thoſe times and manners are ſo much the more 
excellent, as they are more contrary to ours,” Who 
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untic 
iſyal 
due 
ole; 
ome- 
3 and 
peak 


lood, 


 ealy can be ſo prejudiced in their favour as to magnify the 
Pi felicity of thoſe ages, when a ſpirit of revenge and cruelty, 
mW joined with the practice of rapine and robbery, reigned 
rCum- 85 1 
Ns through the world; when no mercy was ſhewn but for 
wh 0 the ſake of lucre, when the greateſt princes were put to 
15 Vol. XVIII. ö 
ded: 
ages, : | 


” Preface to her Homer. 


Which 
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the ſword, and their wives and daughters made flaves 
and concubines? On the other fide, I would not be ſo 
delicate as thoſe modern criticks, who are ſhocked at : 
| the ſervile offices and mean employments in which we 


ſometimes fee the heroes of Homer engaged. There is . 


a pleaſure in taking a view of that ſimplicity, in oppo- 
ſition to the luxury of ſucceeding ages . in behol ding | 


monarchs without their guards, princes tending their 1 


flocks, and princeſſes drawing water from the ſprings, 
When we read Homer, we ought to reflect that we are 


reading the moſt ancient author in the heathen world; 


and thoſe who conſider him in this light, will double | 
their pleaſure in the peruſal of him. Let them think 
they are growing acquainted with nations and people 


that are now no more; that they are ſtepping almoſt 


three thouſand years back into the remoteſt antiquity, 
and entertaining themſelves with a clear and ſurprizing 
viſion of things no where elſe to be found, the only true | 

mirror of that ancient world. By this means alone 
their greateſt obſtacles will vaniſh ; and what uſually 

creates their diſlike, will become a ſatisfaction. 
This conſideration may farther ſerve to anſwer for 
the conſtant uſe of the ſame epithets to his Gods and 
heroes, ſuch as the far-darting Phœbus, the blue-eyed 
Pallas, the ſwift-footed Achilles, &e. which ſome have 
cenſured as impertinent and tediouſly repeated. Thoſe 


bol the Gods depended upon the powers and offices then 
believed to belong to them, and had contracted a weight 


and veneration from the rites and ſolemn devotions in 
which 
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nich they were ufed: they were a ſort of winde ten, 
with which it was a matter of religion to ſalute them 
on all occaſions, and which it was an irreverence to 
ve BY omit. As for the epithets of great men, Monſ. Boileas 
is is of opinion, that they were in the nature of ſurnames, 
0- and repeated as ſuch ; for the Greeks, having no names 
ng derived from their fathers, were obliged to add ſome 
eir other diſtinction of each perſon ; either naming his pa- 
g8. rents expreſsly, or his place of birth, profeſſion, or the 
are like: as Alexander the ſon of Philip, Herodotus of 
d; Halicarnaſſus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c. Homer there- 
ble fore, complying with the cuſtom of his country, uſed 
ſuch diſtinctive additions as better agreed with poetry. - 
And indeed we have ſomething parallel to theſe in mo- 

dern times, ſuch as the names of Harold FHarefoot, 
Edmund Ironſide, Edward Long-ſhanks, Edward the 
Black Prince, &c. If yet this be thought to account 
better for the propriety than for the repetition, I ſhall. 


lone add a farther conjecture. Heſiod, dividing the world : 
ally into its different ages, has placed a fourth age between 
[the brazen and the iron one, of Heroes diſtin from 
for Mother men: a divine race, who fought at Thebes and 
and Troy, are called Demi-Gods, and live by the care of 
eyed Jupiter in the iſlands of the bleſſed.“ Now among 
have the divine honours which were paid them, they might 


heſe have this alſo in common with the Gods, not to be 
then ¶ mentioned without the folemnity of an epithet „and ſuch 
eight 5 C2 an 


hich | * Heſiod, lib, i. ver. 1 55 Ke. 
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as might be acceptable to them by i its celebrating their - 


Families, actions, or qualities. 


What other cavils have been raiſed againſt Homer i 
are ſuch as hardly deſerve a reply, but will yet be 


| taken notice of as they occur in the courſe of the work, 


Many have been occaſioned by an injudicious endes. : 
vour to exalt Virgil; which is much the ſame, as if 


one ſhouldthink to raiſe the ſuperſtructure by undermin- 


Ing the foundation : one would imagine, by the whole E 
courſe of their parallels, that theſe criticks never fo | 


much as heard of Homer's having written firſt : a con- 
fideration which whoever compares theſe two poets, 
ought to have always in his eye. Some accuſe him for 


tte ſame things which they overlook or praiſe in the 


other; as when they prefer the fable and moral of the 
Eneis to thoſe of the Iliad, for the ſame reaſons which 

might ſet the Odyſſes above the Fneis : as that t he hero 
is a wiſer man: and the action of the one more bene. 
flcial to his country than that of the other; or elſe they 


blame him for not doing what he never defigned; as 


| becauſe Achilles is not as good and perfect a prince as 
Aneas, when the very moral of his poem required a 
_ contrary character: it is thus that Rapin judges in his 


1 compariſon of Homer and Virgil. Others ſelect thoſe 


particular paſſages of Homer, which are not ſo laboured 
as ſome that Virgil drew out of them; this is the whole 
management of Scaliger in his Poetics. Others qua 
rel with what they take for low and mean expreſſions, 
ſometimes through a falſe delicacy and refinement, oft- 

> 


m 


th 
Ut 
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: ner from an ignorance of the graces of the original; 
8 and then triumph in the aukwardneſs of their own tranſ- 
: lations ; this is the conduct of Perault in his Parallels. 
7 Laftly, there are others, who, pretending to a fairer pro- 
= cceding, diſtinguiſh between the perſonal merit of Ho- 


Ik, = 1 | 
ez. mer, and that of his work; but when they come to 
e afiga the cauſes of the great reputation of the Iliad, 
ol they found it upon the 1gnorance of his times and the 
ol prejudice of thoſe that followed : and in purſuance of 
0 this principle, they make thoſe accidents (ſuch as the 
on. contention of the cities, &c.) to be the cauſes of His 
mw fame, which were in reality the conſequences of his me- 
©: rit, The ſame might as well be ſaid of Virgil, or any 


the 8e at author, whoſe general character will infallibly 
raiſe many caſual additions to their reputation. This 


the Fees 
nich! is the method of Monſ. de la Motte; who yet confeſſes 
new! upon the whole, that in whatever age Homer had lived, 
ene. ke muſt have been the greateſt poet of his nation, and 
he that he may be ſaid 1n this ſenſe to be the maſter even. 
6 of thoſe who ſurpaſſed him. 


In all theſe objections we ſee nothing that contradicts 

his title to the honour of the chief Invention; and as 
long as this {which is indeed the characteriſtic of poetry | 
itſelf) remains unequalled by his followers, he {till con- 


Ce 48 
ed à 
n his 


thoſe 

RY Fo (pct to them. A cooler judgment may com- 
mi 

vhole ewer faults, and be more approved in the eyes of 


one ſort of criticks : but that warmth of fancy will carry . 


quar- 
5 the loudeſt and moſt univerſal applauſes, which holds 
1 oft UNS heart ot. a reader under the ſtrongeſt enchantment.. 
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mer | Cc 3 | Homer | 


22 PREFACE. 


Homer not only appears the Inventor of poetry, but ex. 
cels all the inventors of other arts in this, that he has 
| ſwallowed up the honour of thoſe who ſucceeded him. 
What he has done admitted no increaſe, it only left | 
room for contraction or regulation. He ſhewed all | 
the ſtretch of fancy at once; and if he has failed in 


ſome of his flights, it was but becauſe he attempted 


every thing. A work of this kind ſeems like a mighty 5 
tree which riſes from the moſt vigorous ſeed, is 1mprov- i 
ed with induſtry, flouriſhes, and produces the fineſt Þ 


fruit; Nature and Art conſpire to raiſe it; pleaſure and 


profit join to make it valuable: and they who find the 


juſteſt faults, have only ſaid, that a few branches (which 


run luxuriant through a richneſs of nature) might be | 


| lopped into form to give it a more regular appearance, 


Having now ſpoken of the beauties and defects of 


the original, it remains to treat of the tranſlation, with 
the ſame view to the chief characteriſtic. As far as 
khat is ſeen in the main parts of the poem, ſuch as the 
Fable, Manners, and Sentiments, no tranſlator can pre- 
| Judice it but by wilful omiſſions or contractions. As 
it alſo breaks out in every particular image, deſcription, 
and ſimile; whoever leſſens or too much ſoftens thoſe, 
takes off from this chief character. It is the firſt grand 
duty of an interpreter to give his author entire and un- 
maimed; and for the reſt, the diction and verſification 
only are his proper province; ſince theſe muſt be his 
own; but the others he is to take as he finds them. 
It ſhould then be conſidered what methods may afford 
Jome equivalent in our language for the graces of theſe 


in 
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nin the Greek. It is certain no literal tranſlation can be 
jaſt to an excellent original in a ſuperior language: 


but it is a great miſtake to imagine (as many have done) 
that a raſh paraphraſe can make amends for this general 
defect; which is no leſs in danger to loſe the ſpirit of 
an ancient, by deviating into the modern manners of 
expreſſion. If there be ſometimes a darkneſs, there is 


often a light in antiquity, which nothing better pre- 


ſerves than a verſion almoſt literal. I know no liberties 
one ought to take, but thoſe which are neceſſary for 


transfuſing the ſpirit of the original, and ſupporting 
the 


the poetical ſtyle of the tranſlation : and I will venture 
to ſay, there have not been more men miſled in former 
times by a ſervile dull adherence to the latter, than have 
been deluded in ours by a chimerical inſolent hope of 
raiſing and improving their author: It is not to be doubt- 
ed that the Fire of the poem is what a tranflator ſhould 
principally regard, as it is moſt likely to expire in his 
managing: however it is the ſafeſt way to be content 
with preſerving this to the utmoſt in the whole, without 
endeavouring to be more than he finds his author is in 
any particular place. It is a great ſecret in writing, to 
know. when to be plain, and when poetical and ee | 
tive; and it is what Homer will teach us, if we will but 
follow modeftly in his footfteps. Where his diction is 
bold and lofty, let us raiſe ours as high as we can ; but 
where his is plain and humble, we ought not to be de- 
terred from imitating him by the fear of incurring the 
cenſure of a mere Engliſh critick, Nothing that belongs 
to Homer ſeems to have been more commonly miſtaken _ 
O * than 


| 
j 
. 
. 
$ 
4 j 0 . 
1 
| 


* _ 5 
— — 2 . os 6 » — 
— —— CER ——— — IS 


— — 


5 1 n A e . 


than the juſt pitch of his ſtyle; ſome of his tranſlators 5 


having ſwelled into fuſtian, in a proud confidence of the ir 
ſublime ; others ſunk into flatneſs, in a cold and timo- i. 
rous notion of ſimplicity. Methinks I ſee theſe differen: 
_ followers of Homer, ſome ſweating and ſtraining after i | 
him by violent leaps and bounds (the certain ſigns of ri. 
falſe mettle) ; others ſlowly and ſervilely creeping in his Wy 
train, while the poet himſelf is all the time proceeding 
with an unaffected and equal majeſty before them: How- 
ever, of thetwoextremes, one would ſooner pardon frenzy 


than frigidity : no author 1s to be envied for ſuch com- 


mendations as he may gain by that character of ſtyle, 
which his friends muſt agree together to call ſimplicity, 
and the reſt of the world will call dullneſs. There is a 
graceful and dignified fimplicity, as well as a bold and 
| ſordid one, which differ as much from each other as 
the air of a plain man from that of a ſloven: it is one 
thing to be tricked up, and another not to be dreſſed at 


all. Simplicity is the mean between oftentation and ruſ- 


ticity. 


This pure and noble aiich i is no where in n ſuch 


perfection as in the Scripture and our Author: One may 
affirm, with all reſpect to the inſpired Writings, that 
the Divine Spirit made uſe of no other words but what 
were intelligible and common to men at that time, and 


in that part of the world ; and as Homer 1s the author 


neareſt to thoſe, his ſtyle muſt of courſe bear a greater 


reſemblance to the ſacred books than that of any other 


writer. This conſideration ( together with what has 


been obſerved of the purity of ſome of his thoughts) 


may 
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ay methinks induce a tranſlator on the one hand to 
: ive into ſeveral of thoſe general phraſes and manners of 
+ xpreflion, which have attained a veneration even in 
Pur language from being uſed in the Old Teſtament ; 
By: on the other, to avoid thoſe which have been appro- 
Wriated to the Divinity, and in a manner conſigned to 
Þyſtery and religion. 

For a farther preſervation of this air of ſimplicity, a 
Particular care ſhould be taken to expreſs with all plain- 
eſs thoſe moral ſentences and proverbial ſpeeches which 
re ſo numerous in this poet. They have ſomething 
enerable, and as I may ſay oracular, in that unadorned 
Sravity and ſhortneſs with which they are delivered : a 
brace which would be utterly loſt by endeavouring to 
Fire them what we call a more ingenious (that 1 is, a 
nore modern) turn in the paraphraſe. 

perhaps the mixture of ſome Græciſms and old words 
fter the manner of Milton, if done without too much 
fecation, might not have an ill effect in a verſion of 
his particular work, which moſt of any other ſeems to 
equire a venerable antique caſt. But certainly the uſe 
pf modern terms of war and government, ſuch as pla- 
don, campaign, junto, or the like (into which ſome of 
is tranſlators have fallen) cannot be allowable ; thoſe 
ly excepted, without which it is impoſſible to treat 


10r le ſubjects in any living language. 
ter There are two peculiarities in Homer's diction which 
her Irre a ſort of marks, or moles, by which every common 


ye diſtinguiſhes him at firſt fight: thoſe who are not 


jus greateſt admirers look upon them as defects, and 
thoſe 
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| thoſe who are ſeem pleaſed with them as beauties, |þ 
fpeak of his compound epithets, and of his repeti 


8 into Engliſh without deſtroying the purity of our lay 
_ eaſily of themſelves into an Engliſh compound, withay 


violence to the ear or to the received rules of compoſi 
ſition; as well as thoſe which have received a ſanQtin 


can be as fully and fignificantly expreſt in a fingh 
obvious. 
full image by one or two words, may have juſtic 


to a mountain, would appear little or ridiculous tranſ- 


introduced. For example, the epithet of Apollo, 
dung, or © far-ſhooting”” is capable of two explica 


e of that God; the other allegorical, with regard 


Apollo 1s repreſented as a God in perſon, I would uk 
the former interpretation; and where the effects of the 


at © PREFACE. 


tions. Many of the former cannot be done literalhf 


guage. I believe ſuch ſhould be retained as {hi 


from the authority of our beſt poets, and are becom 
familiar through their uſe of them; ſuch as the cloud, 
compelling Jove, &e. As for the reſt, whenever ay 
word as in a POLE one, the courſe to be taken k 

Some that cannot be fo turned as to enen thei 
done them by circumlocution; as the epithet sivogi$uy 
lated literally © leaf- ſhaking, but affords a majeſtic ida 
in the periphrafis : The lofty mountain ſhakes hi 
waving woods.” Others that admit of differing ſigni 
fications, may receive an advantage by a judiciow 
variation according to the occaſions on which they ar 


tions; one literal, in reſpect to the darts and bow, the 


to the rays of the ſun: therefore, in ſuch places wher 


{un 
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n are defcribed, I would make choice of the latter. 
pon the whole, it will be neceſſary to avoid that per- 
tual repetition of the ſame epithets which we find 
Homer; and which, though it might be accommo- 
ated (as has been already ſhewn) to the ear of thoſe 
imes, is by no means ſo to ours: but one may wait 
or opportunities of placing them, where they derive 
additional beauty from the occaſions on which they 
re employed; and in doing this properly, a tranſlator 
nay at once ſhew his fancy and his judgment. 
As for Homer's repetitions, we may divide them in- 
o three forts; of whole narrations and ſpeeches, of 
nole ſentences, and of one verſe or hemiftich. I 
ope it is not impoſſible to have ſuch a regard to theſe, 
s neither to Joſe ſo known a mark of the Author on 
he one hand, nor to offend the reader too much on 
he other. The repetition is not ungraceful in thoſe 
peeches where the dignity of the ſpeaker renders it a 
ort of inſolence to alter his words; as in the meſſages 
rom Gods to men, or from higher powers to inferi- 
rs in concerns of ſtate, or where the ceremonial of 
religion ſeems to require it, in the ſolemn forms of 
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cy prayers, oaths, or the like. In other cafes, I believe, 
polio, the beſt rule 1s, to be guided by the nearneſs, or dif- 
* tance, at which the repetitions are placed in the origi- 
7, the 


nal: when they follow too cloſe, one may vary the 
xprefion; but it is a queſtion whether a profeſſed 
tranſlator be authoriſed to omit any: if they be tedious, 
he author is to anſwer for it. 
1t only remains to ſpeak of the verfifcation. Ho- 

mer 


egard 
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{un 


23 E 


mer (as has been ſaid) is perpetually applying ty 
found to the ſenſe, and varying it on every new {ul 
jet. This is indeed one of the moſt exquiſite bea 
ties of poetry, and attainable by very few: I kng 
only of Homer eminent for it in the Greek, and Vir 
gil in Latin. I am ſenſible it is what may ſometime 
happen by chance, when a writer 1s warm, and fulh 

| poſſeſt of his image: however it may be reaſonah| 
believed they defigned this, in whoſe verſe it ſo m 
nifeſtly appears in a ſuperior degree to all others. Fe 
readers have the ear to be judges of it; but thoſe wh 
have, will ſee I have endeavoured at this beauty. 
Upon the whole, I muſt confeſs myſelf utterly in. 
capable of doing juſtice to Homer. I attempt him in 
no other hope but that which one may entertain with. 
out much vanity, of giving a more tolerable copy 0 
him than any entire tranſlation in verſe has yet done, 
We have only thoſe of Chapman, Hobbes, and Ogi. 
by. Chapman has taken the advantage of an im- 
meaſurable length of verſe, notwithſtanding which, 
there is ſcarce any paraphraſe more looſe and rambling 
than his, He has frequent interpolations of four or 
fix lines, and I remember one in the thirteenth book 
of the Odyſſes, ver. 312. where he has ſpun twenty 
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verſes out of two, He is often miſtaken in ſo bold i 
manner, that one might think he deviated on purpoſe, 
il he did not in other places of his notes inſiſt ſo much 
upon verbal trifles. He appears to have had a ſtrong 
affectation of extracting new meanings out of his au- 
thor, inſomuch as to promiſe, in his rhyming pre 
face, 
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ace, a poem of the myſteries he had revealed in Ho- 
mer: and perhaps he endeavoured to ſtrain the obvi- 
bus ſenſe to this end. His expreſſion is involved in 
uſtian, a fault for which he was remarkable in his 
priginal writings, as in the tragedy of Buſly d'Am- 
hoiſe, Kc. In a word, the nature of the man may 
zccount for his whole performance; for he appears 
from his preface and remarks to have been of an arro- 
vant turn, and an enthuſiaſt in poetry. His own boaſt 
of having finiſhed half the Thad in leſs than fifteen 
eeks, ſhows with what negligence his verfion was per- 
formed. But that which is to be allowed him, and 
which very much contributed to cover his defects, i is 
laring fiery ſpirit that animates his tranſlation, which is 
ſomething like what one might imagine Homer himſelf 
would have writ before he arrived at years of diſcretion. 
Hobbes has given us a correct explanation of the 
ſenſe 1n general; but for particulars and circumſtances 
he continually lops them, and often omits the moſt 
beautiful. As for its being eſteemed a cloſe tranſla- 
tion, I doubt not many have been led into that error 
by the ſhortneſs of it, which proceeds not from his fol- 
lowing the original line by line, but from the con- 
ola Nuactions abovementioned. He ſometimes omits whole 
imilies and ſentences, and is now and then guilty of 


fe f f f ee, 
1 miſtakes, into which no writer of his learning could 
ue bare fallen, but through careleſſneſs. His poetry, as 
0 3 


well as Ogilby's, is too mean for criticiſm. 

It is a great loſs to the poetical world that Mr. 
Dryden did not live to tranſlate the Iliad, He has 
left 


5 only for being at the head of it. 
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left us only the firſt book, and a ſmall part af (lp 
' fixth; in which if he has in ſome places not truly in 
terpreted the ſenſe, or preſerved the antiquities, i 
ought to be excuſed on account of the haſte he wy 
obliged to write in. He ſeems to have had too much 
regard to Chapman, whoſe words he ſometimes copies, 
and has unhappily followed him in paſſages where be 
wanders from the original. However, had he tranſ rer 
| lated the whole work, I would no more have attemptel Nori 
Homer after him than Virgil, his verſion of when i 
(notwithſtanding ſome human errors is the moſt noble 
and ſpirited tranſlation I know in any language. But 
the fate of great geniuſes is like that of great miniſters; 
though they are confeſſedly the firſt in the common. 
wealth of letters, they muſt be envied and alumni is 


That which in my opinion KR to be the endeavour 
of any one who tranſlates Homer, is above all thing 
to keep alive that ſpirit and fire which makes his t: 
chief character: in particular places, where the ſenſe caiWatis 
bear any doubt, to follow. the ſtrongeſt and moſt poeti- 
cal, as moſt agreeing with that character; to copy 
him in all the variations of his ſtyle, and the different i 
modulations of his numbers; to preſerve, in the more 
active or deſcriptive parts, a warmth and elevation; i 
in the more ſedate or narrative, a plainneſs and 
ſolemnity; in the ſpeeches, a fullneſs and perſpicuity; 
In the ſentences, a ſhortneſs and gravity : not to ne- 
glect even the little figures and turns on the words, 
nor ſometimes the very caſt of the periods; neither to 
8 1 | 1 
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mit nor confound any rites or cuſtoms of antiquity ; 
chaps too he ought to include the whole in a ſhorter 
ompaſs, than has hitherto been done by any tranſla- 
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> ver who has tolerably preſerved either the ſenſe or 
muck{Woctry. What I would farther recommend to him, is 
pie Io ſtudy his author rather from his own text, than 
re hefſWrom any commentaries, how learned ſoever, or what- 


ver figure they may make in the eſtimation of the 
orld ; to conſider him attentively in compariſon with 
irgil above all the ancients, and with Milton above 
ll the moderns. Next theſe, the archbiſhop of Cam- 
ray's 'Telemachus may give him the trueſt idea of 
he ſpirit and turn of our author, and Boſſu's admi- 
able treatiſe of the Epic poem the juſteſt notion of 
is deſign and conduct. But after all, with whatever 
udgment and ſtudy a man may proceed, or with what- 
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aptel 
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noble 
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wour rer happineſs he may perform ſuch a work, he muſt 
hing ope to pleaſe but a few; thoſe only who have at once 
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taſte of poetry, and competent learning. For to 
atisfy ſuch as want either, is not in the nature of this 
ncertaking ; ſince a mere modern wit can like no- 
hing that is not modern, and a pedant n that ĩs 
ot Greek. 


What I have done i 1s ſubmitted to the Publick, from 


tion; Whoſe opinions I am prepared to learn; though I fear 
and Wo judges ſo little as our beſt poets, who are moſt | 
vity; Menfible of the weight of this taſk. As for the worſt, 
) ne- Nrhatever they ſhall pleaſe to ſay, they may give me 


ords, 
er t0 
omit 


ome concern as they are unhappy men, but none as 
hey are malignant writers. I was e in this 
” tranſ- 


32 ee. 
tranſlation by judgments very different from thein, 
and by perſons for whom they can have no kindneſ, 
if an old obſervation be true, that the ſtrongeſt anti 
pathy in the world is that of fools to men of wit 
Mr. Addiſon was the firſt whoſe advice determined ny 
to undertake this taſk, who was pleaſed to write to m 
upon that occaſion in ſuch terms as I cannot repey 
without vanity. I was obliged to Sir Richard Steck 
for a very early recommendation of my undertaking th 
the publick. Dr. Swift promoted my intereſt with 
that warmth with which he always ſerves his friend, 
Ihe humanity and frankneſs of Sir Samuel Garth ar 
what I never knew wanting on any occaſion. I mul 
alſo acknowledge, with infinite pleaſure, the man 
friendly offices, as well as fincere criticiſms of M. 
Congreve, who had led me the way in tranſlating ſone 
parts of Homer; as I wiſh for. the ſake of the world heli 
had prevented me the reſt. I muſt add the names o 
Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, though I ſhall take a farther 

opportunity of doing juſtice to the laſt, whoſe good-na 
ture (to give it a great panegyrick) is no leſs extenſin 
than his learning. The favour of theſe gentlemen is no 
entirely undeſerved by one who bears them fo true an 

affection. But what can I ſay of the honour ſo man N 
of the Great have done me, while the firſt names of the 
age appear as my. ſubſcribers, and the moſt diſtin 
guiſhed patrons and ornaments of learning as my chil 
encouragers? Among theſe it is a particular pleaſure 

to me to find, that my higheſt obligations are to ſuci 


' who have done moſt honour to the name of poet; that 
| _ 
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is grace the duke of Buckingham was not diſpleaſ: 2d J 
mould undertake the author to whom he has given 1 (in 
is excellent Eſſay) ſo complete a praiſe. 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more; 

« For all books elſe appear ſo mean, and poor. 

+ Verſe will ſeem Proſe: but ſtill perſiſt to read, 

« And Homer will be all the Books you need.” 
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tec hat the earl of Halifax was one of the firſt to favour 
ng une, of whom it is hard to ſay whether the advance- 
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gent of the polite arts is more owing to his generoſity 
r his example. That ſuch a genius as my lord 
Bolingbroke, not more diſtinguiſhed in the great 
cenes of buſineſs, than in all the uſeful and enter- 
aining parts of learning, has not refuſed to be the 
ritick of theſe ſheets, and the patron of their writer. 
nd that ſo excellent an imitator of Homer as the noble 
wthor of the tragedy of Heroic Love, has continued 
nes oll is partiality to me, from my writing Paſtorals, to my 
artheWitempting the Iliad. I cannot deny myſelf the pride 
d- confeſling, that J have had the advantage not only 
tenſuchf their advice for the conduct in general, but their 
is nolorrection of ſeveral particulars of this tranſlation. 
rue a | could ſay a great deal of the pleaſure of being dif. 
 manWinguiſhed by the earl of Carnarvon: but it is almoſt 
of theWdſurd to particularize any one generous action in a 
diſtin erſon whoſe whole life is a continued ſeries of them. 
y chic” Stanhope, the preſent ſecretary of ſtate, will par- 
leaſunen my defire of having it known that he was pleaſed 
o ſuc promote this affair. The particular zeal of Mr. 
t; thalrcourt (the ſon of the late lord chancellor) gave 
hie a proof how much I am honoured in a ſhare of his 
Vol, XLVIII. . friendſnip. 
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a2 familiar correſpondence: and I am ſatisfied J can 10 
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friendſhip. I muft attribute to the ſame motive that 


of ſeveral others of my friends, to whom all acknoy;. 
ledgments are rendered unneceſſary by the privileges g 


way better oblige men of their turn, than by ny 


| lence. 


1n ſhort, I have found more patrons than ever Hs 
mer wanted. He would have thought himſelf happy 


to have met the ſame favour at Athens, that. has been 
ſhewn me by its learned rival, the univerſity of Ox. 


ford. If my author had the Wits of after-ages for his 
defenders, his tranſlator has had the Beauties of the 


_ preſent for his advocates; a pleaſure too great to be 
changed for any fame in reverſion. And I can hardly 
envy him thoſe pompous honours he received after death, 
| when I reflect on the enjoyment of ſo many agreeable 
obligations, and eaſy friendſhips, which make the {i 
tisfa&tion of life. This diſtinction is the more to be 
acknowledged, as it is ſhewn to one whoſe pen has neve 
gratified the prejudices of particular parties, or the va 
nities of particular men. Whatever the ſucceſs ma; 
prove, I ſhall never repent of an undertaking in which 
have experienced the candour and f riendſhip of ſo man 
_ Perſons of merit; and in which I hope to paſs ſome! 
_ thoſe years of youth that are generally loſt in a circle ol 
 follies, after a manner neither wholly unuſeful te 
others, nor * to myfelf. | 
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THE ARGUMEN T. 


The Contention of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


IN the war of Troy, the Greeks, having ſacked ſom 
of the neighbouring towns, and taken from thence 
two beaucitot captives, Chryſeis and Briſeis, allotted 
the firſt to Agamemnon, and the laſt to Achilles, 
Chryſes, the father of Chryſeis, and prieſt of Apollo, 
comes to the Grecian camp to ranſom her; with 
which the action of the poem opens, in the tenth yer 
of the ſiege. The prieſt being refuſed, and inſolenty 
diſmiſſed by Agamemnon, intreats for vengeance 
from his God, who inflicts a peſtilence on the Greeks i 
Achilles calls a council, and encourages Chalcas to 
declare the cauſe of it, who attributes it to the e. he 
tkuſal of Chryſeis. The king being obliged to ſend har 
bacł his captive, enters into a furious conteſt with 
Achilles, which Neſtor pacifies ; however, as he had 
the abſolute command of the army, he ſeizes on Bri- in, 
ſeis in revenge. Achilles in diſcontent withdraws uc 
himſelf and his forces from the reſt of the Greek; I 
and complaining to Thetis, ſhe ſupplicates Jupiter u 
render them ſenſible of the wrong done to her ſon, 
by giving victory to the Trojans. Jupiter granting 
ber ſuit incenſes Juno, between whom the debate 
runs high, till they are reconciled by the addreſs ci 
Vulcan. 55 | 
I he time of two and twenty days is taken up in 
this book; nine during the plague, one in the coun- 
eil and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Jupt 
ter's ſtay with the Æthiopians, at whoſe retun 
Thetis prefers her petition, The ſcene lies in the 
Grecian camp, then changes to Chryſa, and laſtly to 
Olympus, „%% ee 
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CHILLES* wrath, to Greece the direful ſpring 
Of woes unnumber'd, heavenly Goddeſs ſing! 2 


ol That wrath which hurl'd to Pluto's: gloomy reign 
2 FThe ſouls of mighty chiefs untimely ſlain; 
en 


with 
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Whoſe limbs unbury'd on the naked hore, : * 
evouring dogs and hungry vultures tore; 

Since great Achilles and Atrides ſtrove, | 

duch was the ſovereign doom, and ſuch the will of Jore 
Declare, O Muſe! in what ill-fated hour, 

Sorung the fierce ftrife, from what offended power? 10 
Latona's ſon a dire contagion ſpread, 

And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead; , 
The king of men his reverend prieſt defy'd, —_ 
and for the king's offence the people dy- d. | | 
For Chryſes ſought with coſtly gifts to gain 15 


up in 


coun- . g 1 f 
Jubi His captive daughter from the victor's chain. 
return uppliant the venerable father ſtands, 


in the 


f Apollo's awful enſigns grace his hands: 
y 40 | 


By theſe he begs; and lowly bending down, 
Bard the ſceptre and the laurel crown. 20: 
53 He 


Till time ſhall rifle every youthful grace, 
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He ſued to all, but chief implor'd for grace 
Ihe brother kings, of Atreus' royal race. 

Ye kings and warriours! may your vows be crown'd, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground; WR 
May Jove reſtore you, when your toils are o'er, f 
Safe to the pleaſures of your native ſhore. 
But oh! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 
And give Chryſeis to theſe arms again; 
If mercy fail, yet let my preſents move, 


And dread avenging Phœbus, ſon of Jove. % 
The Greeks in ſhouts their joint aſſent declare, = 

The prieſt to reverence, and releaſe the fair. Ar 
Dot ſo Atrides: he, with kingly pride, | Be 

| Repuls'd the ſacred fire, and thus reply d: Fi 
Hence, on thy life, and fly theſe hoſtile plains, F Br 
Nor aſk, preſumptuous, what the king detains; At 
Hence, with thy laurel crown, .and golden rod, I 
Nor truſt too far thoſe enſigns of thy God. N A 
Mine is thy daughter, prieſt, and ſhall remain 00 


And prayers, and tears, and bribes, ſhall plead in vain; A 


And age diſmiſs her from my cold embrace, T 
In daily labours of the loom employ d, on 4 
Or doom'd to deck the bed ſhe once enjoy d. - 
Hence then, to Argos ſhall the maid retire, 4< g 
Far from her nati ve ſoil, and weeping ſire. 5 
The trembling prieſt along the ſhore return'd, N 

5 Andi in the anguiſh of a father mourn'd. 
Diſconſolate, not daring to complain, A 


Silent he wander'd by the ſounding main: 1 
. 5 5 mg ow 


30 
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| ill, ſafe at diſtance, to his God he prays, 
he God who darts around the world his rays. 
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O Smintheus! ſprung from fair Latona's line, 


W Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine, 
© Thou ſource of light! whom Tenedos adores, 5 5 
And whoſe bright preſence gilds thy Chryſa's ſhores: : 


If e'er with wreaths I hung thy ſacred fane, 


Or fed the flames with fat of oxen flain; 


God of the filver bow! thy ſhafts employ, 


| Avenge thy ſervant, and the Greeks deſtroy. "= 


Thus Chryſes pray'd : The favouring power attends, 
And from Olympus lofty tops deſcends. 


| Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound; 
| Fierce as he mov'd, his filver ſhafts reſound; 


Breathing revenge, a ſudden night he ſpread, 65 
And gloomy darkneſs roll'd about his head. 
The fleet in view, he twang'd his deadly bow, 

And hiſſing fly the feather'd fates below. 


On mules and dogs th' infection firſt began; 


And laſt, the vengeful arrows fix d in man. = FS: 
For nine long nights through all the daſky air 
The Pyres thick-flaming ſhot a diſmal glare, 
But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 
Infpir'd by Juno, Thetis' god-like ſon 
Conven'd to council all the Grecian train ; 
For much the Goddeſs mourn'd her heroes ſlain. 
_ Ti aſſembly ſeated, riſing o'er the reſt, 
Achilles thus the king of men addreſt: 

Way leave we not the fatal Trojan ſhore, 
And meaſure back the ſeas we croſt before IT 80 


D | | The 
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A 


is time to ſave the few remains of war. 
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The plague deſtroying whom the ſword would ſpare, 


But let ſome prophet, or ſome ſacred ſage, 
Explore the cauſe of great Apollo's rage; 
Or learn the waſteful vengeance to remove, 85 
By myftic dreams, for dreams deſcend from Jove. 
If broken vows this heavy curſe have laid, 
Let altars ſmoke, and hecatombs be paid. 
So heaven aton'd ſhall dying Greece reſtore, 
And Phœbus dart his burning ſhafts no more. 90 
| He ſaid, and fat: when Chalcas thus reply'd: 
Chalcas the wiſe, the Grecian prieſt and guide, 
That ſacred ſeer, whoſe comprehenſive view 
Ihe paſt, the preſent, and the future knew: 
Upriſing flow, the venerable ſagage 9 
Thus ſpoke the prudence and the fears of age,” 
|  Belov'd of Jove, Achilles! would'ſt thou know 
Why angry Phoebus bends his fatal bow? 
Firſt give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 
Of ſure protection, by thy power and ſword. 100 
For J muſt ſpeak what wiſdom would conceal, 
And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 
Bold is the taſk, when ſubjects grown too wiſe, 
Inſtruct a monarch where his error lies ; 1 
For though we deem the ſhort-liv'd fury paſt, 10g 
Tis fare, the Mighty will revenge at laſt, 6 
To whom Pelides. From thy inmoſt ſoul 
Speak what thou know'ſt, and ſpeak without controul.. 
Ev'n by that God I ſwear, who rules the day, 
To whom thy hands the vows. of Greece convey, 119 
| : And 
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ud whoſe bleſt oracles thy lips declare; 

; Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 

5 '0 daring Greek of all the numerous band 

Pgainſt his prieſt ſhall lift an impious hand : 

| : ot ev'n the chief by whom our hoſts are led, 11 5 
W he king of kings, ſhall touch that ſacred head. 
Encourag'd thus, the blameleſs man replies; 

Wor vows unpaid, nor ſlighted ſacrifice, 

Put he, our chief, provok'd the raging peſt, 

1 pollo's vengeance for his injur'd prieſt, 120 
Nor will the God's awaken'd fury ceaſe, 
But plagues ſhall ſpread, and funeral fires increaſe, 
Till the great king, without a ranſom paid, 

Tro her own Chryſa ſend the black-ey'd maid. 

Perhaps, with added ſacrifice and mi 
The prieſt may pardon, and the God may ſpare, 

Ihe prophet ſpoke ; when with a gloomy frown 

The monarch ſtarted from his ſhining throne ; 
lack choler fill'd his breaſt that boil'd with ire, 
and from his eye- balls flaſh'd-the living fire. 130 
zugur accurſt ! denouncing miſchief Kill, 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! 

till muſt that tongue ſome wounding meſſage bring, 
And {till thy prieſtly pride provoke thy king? 

For this are Phoebus? oracles explor d. 135 
o teach the Greeks to murmur at their Lord ? 

or this with falſehoods is my honour ſtain'd, 

$ heaven offended, and a prieſt profan'd; 

pecauſe my prize, my beauteous maid I hold, 
ind heayenly charms prefer to proffer'd gold ? 46 
| ES - A maid, 


Me ſhare with juſtice, as with toil we gain: 100 


- Shall humble to the duſt her lofty towers. 
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A maid, unmatch'd in manners as in face, 
Skill 'd in each art, and crown'd with every grace, 
Not half ſo dear were Clytæmneſtra's charms, 

When firſt her blooming beauties bleſt my arms. 

Yet if the Gods demand her, let her ſail ; 

Our cares are only for the public weal : 

Let me be deem'd the hateful cauſe of all, 

And ſuffer, rather than my people fall. 

The prize, the beauteous prize, I will reſign, 
So dearly valued, and fo juſtly mine. ii 
But fince for common good J yield the fair, : 

My pri vate loſs let grateful Greece repair; 


Nor unrewarded let your prince complain, An 
That he alone has fought and bled in vais. wi 
Inſatiate king (Achilles thus —_ 1000 
Fond of the power, but fonder of the pr An 


Would'ſt thou the Greeks their lawful prey ſhould yield, Th 
'The due reward of many a well- -tought field ? 
The ſpoils of cities raz'd, and warriours flain, 


Rut to reſume whate'er thy avarice craves 
(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by ſlaves [Mr 
Vet if our chief for plunder only fight, 

'The ſpoils of Ilion ſhall thy lots requite, 5 
Wbene er by Jove's decree our conquering powers 105 


Tphen thus the king. Shall I my prize reſign 
With tame content, and thou poſſeſt of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and like a God in fight, 
_ Think not to rob me of a ſoldier's right. 170 
| | - At 
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At thy demand ſhall I reſtore the maid? 
Firſt let the juſt equivalent be paid; 
Bach as a king might aſk; and let it be 
\ treaſure worthy her, and worthy me. 
Or grant me this, or with a monarch's claim, 175 
This hand ſhall ſeize ſome other captive dame; ; 
Frhe mighty Ajax ſhall his prize reſign, 
EUlyſes' ſpoils, or ev'n thy own be mine. 
he man who ſuffers, loudly may complain; 
And rage he may, but he ſhall rage in vain. 180 
Put this when time requires It now remains 
We launch a bark to plow the watery plains, 
And waft the ſacrifice to Chryſa's ſhores, 
With choſen pilots, and with labouring oars. | 
Soon ſhall the fair the ſable ſhip aſcend, 13835 
And ſome deputed prince the charge attend: 155 
This Creta's king, or Ajax ſhall fulfill, 
Or wiſe Ulyſles ſee perform'd our will; | 
Jr, if our royal pleaſure ſhall ordain, | 
Achilles' ſelf conduct her o'er the mains 190 | 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage, . | 
The God propitiate, and the peſt aſſuage, | 
At this Pelides, frowning ſtern, reply d: | 
O tyrant, arm'd with inſolence and pride! | 
100 Inglorious ſlave to intereſt, ever join'd 195 | 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind! _ | 
What generous Greek, obedient to thy word, | 
Shall form an ambuſh, or ſhall lift the ſword ? | 
What cauſe have I to war at thy decree ? 5 = 
The diſtant Trojans never injur'd me: 200 
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To Phthia's realms no hoſtile troops they led, 

| Safe in her vales my warlike courſers fed; 

Far hence remov'd, the hoarſe- reſounding main, 
And walls of rocks, ſecure my native reign, 
Whoſe fruitful ſoil luxuriant harveſts grace, 20; 
Rich in her fruits, and in her martial race. 

Hither we ſail'd, a voluntary throng, 

I' avenge a private, not a public wrong: 

What elſe to Troy th' aſſembled nations Fran; 
But thine, ungrateful, and thy brother's cauſe? 210 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deſerve; 
Diſgrac'd and injur'd by the man we We! 5 
And dar'ſt thou threat to ſnatch my prize away, 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day? 
A prize as ſmall, O tyrant! match'd with thine, 213 
As thy own actions if compar'd to mine. 5 

Thine in each conqueſt is the wealthy prey, 
Though mine the ſweat and danger of the day. 
Some trivial preſents to my ſhips I bear, 


Or barren praiſes pay the wounds of war. 220 
But know, proud monarch, I'm thy ſlave no more: ; | 
My fleet ſhall waft me to Theſſalia's ſhore. Fil 
Left by Achilles on the Trojan plain, ; Ji 


5 ſpoils, what conqueſts, ſhall Atrides gain? | 
* To this the king: Fly, mighty warriour! fly, 225 Th 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats dex. Fo 

There want not chiefs in ſuch a cauſe to fight, Th 

And Jove himſelf ſhall guard a monarch's right. 

Of all the kings (the God's diſtinguiſh'd care} 
To power ſuperiour none ſuch hatred beat: 2 
. Strife 
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iſe and debate thy reſtleſs ſoul employ, 
And wars and horrours are thy ſavage joy; 
thou haſt ſtrength, twas heaven that ſtrength beſtow'd, 
For know, vain man! thy valour is from God. 
Hate, launch thy veſſels, fly with ſpeed away, 235. 
zule thy own realms with arbitrary ſway: 
heed thee not, but prize at equal rate 
Thy ſhort-liv'd friendſhip, and thy groundleſs hate: | 
Go, threat thy earth-born Myrmidons ; but here 
Tis mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 240. 
Know, if the God the beauteous dame demand, 
My bark ſhall waft her to her native land; 
Put then prepare, imperious prince! prepare, 
Fierce as thou art, to yield thy captive fair: | 
Ey'n in thy tent I'll ſeize the blooming prize, 1 
hy lov'd Briſeis with the radiant eyes. „ 
Hence ſhalt thou prove my might, and curſe the hour, 
Thou ſtood'ſt a rival of imperial power; 5 
And hence to all our hoſt it ſhall be known, 
That kings are ſubject to the Gods alone, 250 
Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppreſt, _ 
His heart ſwell'd high, and labour'd in his breaſt. 
Diſtracting thoughts by turns his boſom rul'd, 
Now fir'd by wrath, and now by reaſon cool'd: 
223 That prompts his hand to draw the deadly ſword, 255 
borce through the Greeks, and pierce their hau ohty lord; 
This whiſpers ſoft, his vengeance to controul, 
And calm the rifing tempeſt of his ſoul. 
Juit as in anguifh of ſuſpence he ſtay'd, | 
230 While half unſheath! d or the dine blade, 260 
rife : Minerva 
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Miner: A in deſcended from above, 

Sent by the ſiſter and the wife of Jove _ 

(For both the princes claim'd her equal care); 
Behind ſhe ſtood, and by the golden hair 

Achilles ſeiz'd; to him alone confeſt; 
A fable cloud conceal'd her from the reſt. 

He ſees, and ſudden to the Goddeſs cries, 
| Known by the flames that ſparkle from her eyes, 

Deſcends Minerva in her guardian care, 
A heavenly witneſs of the wrongs I bear 270 | 
From Atreus' ſon : then let thoſe eyes that view | 
The daring crime, behold the Vengeance too. | 

|  Forhear! (the progeny of Jove —_— 

To calm thy fury I forſake the ſkies : 1 
Let great Achilles, to the Gods l 275 


To reaſon vield the empire o'er his mind. 
By awful Juno this command is given; Wh 
The king and you are both the care of heaven. are 
The force of keen reproaches let him feel, o 
But ſneath, obedient, thy revenging ſteel, . 280 WI 
For I pronounce (and truſt a heavenly power) Wh 
Thy injur'd honour has its fated hour, 5 On 
When the proud monarch ſuall thy arms implore, [Th 
And bribe thy friendſhip with a boundleſs ftore, Mn 
_ 'Then let revenge no longer bear the ſway, 28; Miro 
Command thy paſſions, and the Gods obey, -— (J. 
Io her Pelides. With regard ful ear Mr 
"Tis juſt, O Goddeſs! I thy dictates hear. . 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I ſuppreſs: - =_ 


Thoſe who revere the Gods, the Gods will bleſs. 200 Th 
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He aid, obſervant of the blue-ey'd maid; 
hen in the ſheath return'd' the ſhining blade. 
ne Goddeſs ſwift to high Olympus flies, 
and joins the ſacred ſenate of the ſkies. 
Nor yet the rage his boiling breaſt forſook, 295 
hich thus redoubling on Atrides broke, | 
O monſter! mix'd of infolence and fear, 

Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer! N 
Wen wert thou known in ambuſh'd fights to a. 
Or nobly face the horrid front of war ? 300 
Tis ours, the chance of fighting fields to try, 

Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die. 
So much *tis ſafer through the camp to go, 
And rob a ſubject, than deſpoil a foe. | 
Scourge of thy people, violent and baſe! 305 
Sent in Jove's anger on a flaviſh race, OY 
Who, loſt to ſenſe of generous freedom paſt, 
Are tam d to wrongs, or this had been thy laſt, 

Now by this ſacred ſceptre hear me ſwear, 

250 Which never more ſhall leaves or bloſſoms bear, 3ro 
Which ſever'd from the trunk (as I from thee) 

On the bare mountains left its parent tree; 

This ſceptre, form'd by temper'd ſteel to prove | 
Anenſign of the delegates of Jove, 
28; rom whom the power of laws and juſtice ſprings Tre” © 

(Tremendous oath! inviolate to kings): 

By this I ſwear, when bleeding Greece again 

Shall call Achilles, ſhe ſhall call in vain. 

When, fluſh'd with ſlaughter, Hector comes to ſpread 

The purpled ſhore with mountains of the dead, 320 
8 Ts N ben 
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 Forc'dto deplore, when 1mpotent to ſave: 


The raging king return 'd his frowns again. 


Bauch, as no more theſe aged eyes ſhall view! 
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Then ſhalt thou mourn th' affront thy madneſs gare. 


Then rage in bitterneſs of ſoul, to know 

This act has made the braveſt Greek thy foe. 
Ale ſpoke: and furious hurl'd againſt the ground 325 5 
po His ſceptre ſtarr'd with golden ſtuds around, 
Then ſternly ſilent ſat. With like diſdain, 


To calm their paſſions with the words Rage. 
Slow from his ſeat aroſe the Pylian ſage, 370 
Experienc'd Neſtor, in perſuaſion ſkill'd, 

Words ſweet as honey from his lips aitil'd; 

Iwo generations now had paſs'd away,  _ 

Wiſe by his rules, and happy by his ſway ; ED 
Two ages o'er his native realm he reign' d. + 

And now th' example of the third temain d. 

All view'd with awe the venerable man; 

| Who thus with mild benevolence began: 

What ſhame, what woe is this to Greece! what joy 

| To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of I roy! 
That adverſe Gods commit to ſtern debate 

The beſt, the braveſt of the Grecian ſtate. 

Voung as ye are, this youthful head reſtrain, 

Nor think your Neſtor's years and wiſdom vain. 

A Godlike race of heroes once I knew, 34; 


Lives there a chief to match Pirithous' fame, 
Dryas the bold, or Ceneus' deathleſs name; 
Theſeus, endued with more than mortal Wini, | 
Or Polyphemus, like the Gods in fight? _ 359 
A 1 With 
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ich theſe of old to toils of battle bred, 

nearly youth my hardy days I led: 

ird with the thirſt which virtuous envy breeds, 

Wd ſmit with love of honourable deeds. Z 
2; rongeſt of men, they pierc'd the mountain boar, 3 
'W:ng'd the wild deſarts red with monſters gore, 3 56 0 

and from their hills the ſhaggy Centaurs tore. 
et theſe with ſoft, perſuaſive arts I ſway'd; 
"hen Neſtor ſpoke, they liſten'd and obey'd. 
fin my youth, ev'n theſe eſteem'd me wiſe; 360 
o you young warriours, hear my age adviſe, 
Atrides, ſeize not on the beauteous ſlave ; 
That prize the Grecks by common falfrags gave: . 
or thou, Achilles, treat our prince with pride; _ 
kings be juſt, and ſovereign power preſide, $09 
Thee, the firſt honours of the war adorn, „ 
ike Gods in ſtrength, and of a Goddeſs born; 
im, awful majeſty exalts above 
The powers of earth, and ſcepter'd ſons of Jove. 
et both unite, with well conſenting mind, 
jo ſhall authority with ſtrength be join'd. 
ere me, O king! to calm Achilles' rage; 
ule thou thyſelf, as more advanc'd in age. 
orbid it Gods! Achilles ſhould be loſt, 
The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our hoſt. , 
This ſaid, he ceas'd : the king of men replics : 
hy years are awful, and thy words are wiſe. 
but that imperious, that unconquer'd ſoul, _ 
Wo lavs can limit, no reſpect control. 

350 before his pride muſt his ſuperiours fall, 
With is word the law, and he the lord of all? 
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What king can bear a rival in his ſway? 


50 | 1b HOMER 
Him muſt our hoſts, our chiefs, ourſelves obey ? 


Grant that the Gods his matchleſs force hath given; 
Has foul reproach a privilege from Heaven ? 38 
Here on the monarch's ſpeech Achilles broke, 

And furious, thus, and interrupting ſpoke: 
Tyrant, I well deſerv'd thy galling chain, 

To live thy ſlave, and ſtill to ſerve in vain; 
Should I ſubmit to each unjuſt decree: 300 
Command thy vaſſals, but command not me. 
Seize on Briſeis, whom the Grecians doomd 
My prize of war, yet tamely fee reſum d; 

And ſeize ſecure ; no more Achilles draws 


His conquering ſword in any woman's cauſe, 30 
I !u e Gods command me to forgive the * | 1 
Put let this firſt invaſion be the laſt: I, een 


For know, thy blood, when next thou dart invade, Arr 
Shall ſtream in vengeance on my recking blade. Ib 
At this they ceas'd; the ſtern debate expir . 
The chiefs in ſullen majeſty retir d. 
Achilles with Patroclus took his way, 
Where near his tents his hollow veſſels lay. 
Mean time Atrides launch'd with numerous oars 
A welk-rigg'd ſhip for Chryſa's ſacred ſhores; 40 
High on the deck was fair Chriſeis plac'd, 
And fage Ulyſſes with the conduct grac'd; 
| Safe in her ſides the hecatomb they ſtow'd, 
Then, ſwiftly ſailing, cut the liquid road. 
The hoſt to expiate, next the king prepares, 41 
With pure luſtrations, and with ſolemn prayers. 


Waſh 
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| ah by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleans'd, and caft th' ablutions in the main. 
Along the ſhore whole hecatombs were laid, 
And bulls and goats to Phœbus' altars paid, 415 
he ſable fumes in curling ſpires ariſe, 
and waft their grateful odours to the ſkies, 
The army thus in ſacred rites engag'd, 
Atrides ſtill with deep reſentment rag'd. | 
To wait his will, two ſacred heralds ſtood, 420 
althybius and Eurybates the good. 
Haſte to the fierce Achilles' tent che cries) 
Thence bear Briſeis as our royal prize: 

Submit he muſt; or, if they will not part, 1 
urſelf in arms ſhall tear her from his heart. 425 
Th' unwilling heralds act their lord's commands 

penſire they walk along the barren ſands: 

Arciv'd, the hero in his tent they find, 

Vith gloomy aſpect, on his arm reclin'd. = 
\t awful diſtance long they filent ſtand, 430 
ath to advance, or ſpeak their hard commandʒ 
Decent confuſion! This the godlike man 

Perceiv'd, and thus with accent mild began: 

With leave and honour enter our abodes, 
Ve ſacred miniſters of men and Gods! 435 
Ibo your meſſage; by conſtraint you came 
Not you, but your imperious lord J blame. 

Fatroclus haſte, the fair Briſeis bring; 

Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 
put witneſs, heralds, and proclaim my vow, 440 
W. ltaels to Gods above, and men below ! oy, 
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But firſt, and loudeſt to your prince declare, 

That lawleſs tyrant whoſe commands you bear; 
Unmov'd as death Achilles ſhall remain, 

Though proftrate Greece ſhould bleed at ev ry vein: Fe 

The raging chief in frantic paſſion loſt, 

Blind to himſelf, and uſeleſs to his hoſt, 

_ Unſkill'd to judge the future by the paſt, 

In blood and ſlaughter ſhall repent at laſt. | 

Fatroclus now th' unwilling beauty brought; 450 

She, in ſoft ſorrow, and in penſive thought, 
Paſt filent, as the heralds held her hand, 

And oft look'd back, flow moving o'er the ftrand, 
Not ſo his loſs the fierce Achilles how; 

But ſad retiring to the ſounding Bare, ; £0 

O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung, q 

'That kindred deep from whence his mother ſprung: 

There, bath'd in tears of anger and diſdain, 

Thus loud lamented to the ſtormy main: 

O parent Goddeſs! ſince in early bloom 460 

Thy ſon muſt fall, by too ſevere a doom; 

Bure, to ſo ſhort a race of glory born, 

Great Jove in juſtice ſhould this ſpan adorn : 

Honour and fame at leaſt the Thunderer ow'd; -:-- 
And ill he pays the promiſe of a God; 5 46; 
If yon proud monarch thus thy ſon defies, Dy 

Obſcures my glories, and reſumes my prize. 

Far from the deep receſſes of the main, 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, 

The Goddeſs-mother heard. The waves divide; 470 

And like a miſt ſhe roſe above the tide; 
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| geheld him mourning on the naked ſhores, 
And thus the ſorrows of his ſoul explores. 
yyy grieves my ſon? Thy anguiſh let me ſhare, 
Rereal the cauſe, and truſt a parent's care. e 
| He deeply ſighing ſaid: To tell my woe, _ 


Is but to mention what too well you know. 
From Thebe ſacred to Apollo's name, 


(Astion's realm) our conquering army came, 


With treaſure loaded and triumphant ſpoils, 480 


[Whoſe juſt diviſion crown'd the ſoldier's toils; 
But bright Chryſeis, heavenly prize! was as led, 
By vote ſelected, to the general's bed. 


The prieſt of Phoebus ſought by gifts to-gairr 
His beauteous daughter from the victor's chain; 489 
The fleet he reach'd, and lowly bending down, 
Held forth the ſceptre and the laurel crown, 
Entreating all: but chief implor'd for 88 
The brother-kings of Atreus' royal race: 


The generous Greeks their joint conſent declare, 499 


The prieft to reverence, and releaſe the fair; 
Not ſo Atrides: He, with wonted pr: ide, 
The ſire afuled, and his gifts deny d: 
Th' inſulted fire {his God's peculiar care) 


To Phoebus pray'd, and Phœbus heard the prayer: 


A dreadful plague enſues; th' avenging darts 495 
Inceſſant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. 

A prophet then, inſpir'd by Heaven aroſe, 

And points the crime, and thence derives then woes. 
Myfelf the firſt th' aſſembled chiefs incline 500 
T avert the vengeance of the power divine; 


„„ Then 
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Then riſing in his wrath, the monarch ſtorm'd; 
Incens'd he threaten'd, and his threats perform d: 
The fair Chryſeis to her fire was ſent, 
With offer'd gifts to make the God relent; 50; 4 
But now he ſeiz'd Briſeis heav'nly ies, - 

And of my valour's prize defrauds my arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train; 

And ſervice, faith, and juſtice plead in vain. | 
But, Goddeſs! thou thy ſuppliant ſon attend, 510 
To high Olympus' ſhining court aſcend, 
Urge all the ties to former ſervice wd, 

And ſue for vengeance to the thundering God. 

Oft haſt thou triumph'd in the glorious boaſt, 

That thou ſtood'ſt forth of all th* æthereal hoſt, 51; 


5 When bold rebellion ſhook the realms above, 


Th' undaunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove. 
When the bright partner of his awful reign, 
The warlike maid, and monarch of the main, 
The traitor-gods, by mad ambition driven, 520 
Durſt threat with chains th' omnipotence of Heaven. 
Then call'd by thee, the monſter Titan came, 
(Whom Gods Briareus, Men Ægeon name) 
Through wondering ſkies enormous ſtalk'd along; 
Not“ he that ſhakes the ſolid earth ſo ſtrong: 525 
With giant-pride at Jove's high throne he 2.5 
And brandiſh'd round him all his hundred hands; 
TY affrighted Gods confeſs'd their awful lord, 
They dropt the fetters, trembled, and ador'd. 
oy | ED REL.” 
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This, Goddeſs, this to his remembrance call 5 30 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall; | 
ö Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train, 
or E To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main, 
o heap the ſhores with coptous death, and bring 
The Greeks to know the curſe of ſuch a king: 535 
Let Agamemnon lift his haughty head 
er al his wide dominion of the dead, 
-10 And mourn in blood, that e'er he durſt aiſyrace. 
The boldeſt warriour of the Grecian race. 
| Unhappy ſon! (fair Thetis thus replies, 540 
while tears celeſtial trickle from her eyes) 
Why have I borne thee with a mother's throes, 
16 Jo fates averſe, and nurs'd for future woes? 
So ſhort a ſpace the light of Heaven to view! 
So ſhort a ſpace ! and fill'd with ſorrow too! 545 
O might a parent's careful wiſh prevail, 
Far, far from Ilion ſhould thy veſſels ſail, 
75 And thou, from camps remote, the danger ſhun, 
n. Which now, alas! too nearly threats my ſon, 
Yet (what I can) to move thy ſuit I'll go 550 
Jo great Olympus crown'd with fleecy ſnow. 
em time, ſecure within thy ſhips, from far 
525 behold the field, nor mingle in the war. 
The fire of Gods and all th' æthereal train, 
On the warm limits of the fartheſt main, 55 
Now mix with mortals, nor diſdain to grace 
The feaſts of thiopia's blameleſs race; 
Nis Bl velve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
Returning with the twelfth ws. _ 
bp 4 Then 


Is - POPE'S HOMER. 


Then will I mount the brazen dome, and. move 8 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove. 27 hot 
The Goddeſs ſpoke: the rolling waves uncloſe; Thot 
Then down the deep ſhe plung'd from whence ſhe roſe And 
And left him ſorrowing on the lonely coaſt, If, fi 
In wild reſentment for the fair he loſt. Ji i; 
In Chryſa's port now ſage Ulyſſes rode Once 


Beneath the deck the deftin'd victims ſtoẽw d; 
The ſails they furl'd, they laſh'd the maſt aſide, 
And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace ty'd, nd 
Next on the ſhore their hecatomb they lane, 1% 
Chryſeis laſt deſcending on the ftrand. 
Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
Ulyſſes led to Phœbus' ſacred fane ; 

Where at his ſolemn altar as the maid 
He gave to Chryſes, thus the Hero ſaid : Be 
Hail! reverend prieſt ! to Phœbus“ awfol dome 

A ſupplant I from great Atrides come : EH 
 Unranſom'd here receive the ſpotleſs fair; 


Accept the hecatombs the Greeks prepare; Wh 
And may thy God, who ſcatters darts around, de The 
Aton'd by ſaerifice, deſiſt to wound. _ = Un 
At this, the fire embrac'd the maid again. The 

5 So ſadly loſt, ſo lately ſought in vain. Rad 
Then near the altar of the darting king, = A 
Diſpos d in rank their hecatomb they bring: 55; Ni 
With water purify their hands, and take Th 
The ſacred offering of the ſalted cake; An 

| While thus with arms devoutly rais'd in air, Wi 
And ſolemn voice, the Prieſt directs his e JM 1 


God 
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God of the filver bow, thy ear incline, 590 
Vhoſe power incircles Cilla the divine; 
Whoſe ſacred eye thy Tenedos ſurveys, 
Und gilds fair Chryſa with diſtinguiſh'd rays ! 
If, fir'd to vengeance at thy prieſt” s requeſt, 
Thy direful darts inflict the raging peſt ; 595 
Once more attend! avert the waſteful woe, 
And ſmile propitious, and unbend thy bow. 
So Chryſes pray'd, Apollo heard his prayer : 
And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepare; 5 
5-0 hetween their horns the ſalted barley threw, 600 
And with their heads to Heaven the victims flew ; 
The limbs they ſever from th' incloſing hide; 
The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide: 
On theſe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 
573 WW The choiceſt morſels lay from every part. 605 
The prieft himſelf before his altar ſtands, _ 
[And burns the offering with his holy hands; 
Pours the black wine, and ſees the flames aſpire; 
MW'Thc youth with inſtruments ſurround the fire: 
550 Bi The thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 610 
Irm afiitants part, transfix, and roaft the roll: 
Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 1 
Lach takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare. = 
ben now the rage of hunger was repreſt, | 
555 Nich pure libations they conclude the feaſt ; „ 
The youths with wine the copious goblets crown'd, 
And, pleas'd, diſpenſe the flowing bowls around. 
With h»mns divine the j joyous banquet ends, 
lie Prans lengthen'd till the ſun deſcends : rs 
0d 5 „„ The 
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The Greeks, reſtor'd, the grateful notes prolong; 520 
Apollo liſtens, and approves the ſong. 
T was night; the chiefs beſide their veſſel lie, 
Till roſy morn had purpled o'er the ſky: 
Then launch, and hoiſt the maſt ; indulgent gales, 
Supply'd by Phœbus, fill the felfing ſails; 62; 
The milk-white canvas bellying as they blow, 
The parted ocean foams and roars below: 
Above the bounding billows ſwift they flew, 
Till now the Grecian camp appear'd in view. 
Far on the beach they haul their bark to land 64 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand) ; 


Then part, where ſtretch'd along the winding g bay 
The ſhips and tents in mingled profoea lay, The 
But raging ſtill, amidſt his navy fate Not 
The tern e ſtedfaſt in his hate; 635 till 
Nor mix'd in combat, nor in council join'dꝰ of 
But waſting cares lay heavy on his mind: Ref 
In his black thoughts revenge and ſlaughter roll, or, 
And ſcenes of blood riſe dreadful in his foul, Mk x 


Twelve days were paſt, and now thedawning light %, s 
The Gods had ſummon'd to th' Oly mpian height: Wh 


Jove firſt aſcending from the watery bow ers, * 
| Leads the long order of æchereal powers. In f 
When like the morning miſt in early day, „he 
Roſe from the flood the Daughter of the Sea; vn 
And to the ſeats divine her flight addreſt. Go 
here, far apart, and high above the reſt, Wit 
The Thunderer ſat ; where old Olympus throuds But 


His hundred heads 1 in heaven , and props the clouds. Wi 
| | a ant 


ILIAD, Book I. 89 
KSuppliant the Goddeſs ftood : one hand ſhe * d 6 50 | 
Beneath his beard, and one his knee embrac'd : 
bre er, O Father of the Gods! ſhe ſaid, 

My words could pleaſe thee, or my actions aid : | 
Some marks of honour on my ſon beſtow, 35 
And pay in glory what in life you owe. „ 
Fame is at leaſt by heavenly promiſe due A. 

Fro life ſo ſhort, and now diſhonour'd too. 

Arenge this wrong, oh ever juſt and wiſe ! 

Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans riſe; 

ill the proud king, and all the Achaian race, 660 
Shall heap with honours him they now diſgrace, 

Thus Thetis ſpoke, but Jove in filence — 5 
The ſacred councils of his breaſt conceal'd. 

Not ſo repuls d, the Goddeſs eloſer preſt, 8 | 
till graſp'd his knees, and urg'd the dear requeſt : | 66 5 
0 fire of Gods and men! thy ſuppliant hear; _ 
Refuſe, or grant ; for what has Jove to fear? * 

Or, oh! declare, of all the powers above, 

Is wretched Thetis leaſt the care of Jove ? . 
60M She ſaid, and ſighing thus the God replies, 670 
: Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies? 

What haſt thou aſk'd ? Ah why ſhould Jove engage 

In foreign conteſts, and domeſtic rage, 

The Gods complaints, and Juno's fierce alarms, | 
64; W While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms? 675 

Go, leſt the haughty partner of my ſway 

With jealous eyes thy cloſe acceſs ſurvey ; 

But part in peace, ſecure thy prayer is ſped : 
„ {WVitnefs the ſacred honours of our head, 
liant 5 he 


6 
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Peefore the majeſty of heaven appear, 
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| The nod that ratifies the will divine, 
The faithful, fix'd, irrevocable ſign, 
This ſeals thy ſuit, and this fulfills thy vows---. 
He ſpoke, and awful bends his ſable brows; 
Shakes his ambroſial curls, and gives the nod; 
The ſtamp of fate, and ſanction of the God: by 
High heaven with trembling the dread fignal took, 
And all Olympus to the centre ſhook. 
Swift to the ſeas profound the Goddeſs flies, 
Jove to his ſtarry manſion in the ſkies. 
The ſhining ſynod of th' immortals wait 600 
The coming God, and from their thrones. of Nate 
Ariſing filent, wrapt in holy fear, 


Trembling they ſtand, while Jove aſſumes the ham, 
All, but the God's imperious queen alone: 659 
Late had ſhe view'd the filver-footed dame, 
And all her paſſions kindled into flame. 
Fay, artful manager of heaven (ſhe cries) | 
Who now partakes the ſecrets of the ſkies? 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, 700 
In vain the partner of imperial ſtate. 
What favourite Goddeſs then thoſe cares divides, | 
Which Jove in prudence from his conſort hides? 
To this the Thunderer: Seek not tou to find 
The ſacred counſels of Almighty A 
Inv olv'd in darkneſs lies the great decree, 
Dor can the depths of fate be pierc'd by thee. 
What fits thy knowledge, thou the firſt ſhalt know 
The firſt of Gods above and men below; 


But 
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x:thou, nor they, ſhall ſearch the thoughts! that roll 710 

Jeep in the cloſe receſſes of my ſoul. 

Full on the fire the Goddeſs of the ſkies 

oll'd the large orbs of her majeſtic eyes, 

Ind thus return d: Auſtere Saturnius, ſay 

rom whence this wrath, or who controls thy ſway? 71 * 

hy boundleſs will, for me remains, in force, 

And all thy councils take the deſtin'd courſe. 

But tis for Greece I fear: for late was ſeen 

n cloſe conſult the Silver-footed Queen. 

Gove to his Thetis nothing could deny, 720 

for was the ſignal vain that ſhook the ſky. 

hat fatal favour has the Goddeſs won, 

ro grace her fierce, inexorable ſon ? 

perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 

nd glut his vengeance with my people ſlaan. 725 

Then thus the God: Oh reſtleſs fate of pride, 

FT hat ſtrives to learn what heaven reſolves to hide; 

Vain is the ſearch, preſumptuous and abhorr'd, 

nxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 

Let this ſuffice; th' immutable decree 1730 

o force can ſhake : what is, that ought to be. 

Poddeſs ſubmit, nor dare our will withſtand, 

But dread the power of this avenging hand; 

Ih' united ſtrength of all the Gods above 

I rain refiſts th' omnipotence of Jove. 735 
The Thunderer ſpoke, nor durſt the Queen reply: 

A reverend horror ſilenc'd all the ky. AST 

The feaſt diſturb'd, with ſorrow Vulcan ſaw | 

His mother menac'd, and the Gods in awe; 

wil 1 5 5 Peace 


705 
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Peace at his heart, and pleaſure his deſign, 
Thus interpos'd the Architect Divine: 
The wretched quarrels of the mortal ſtate | 
Are far unworthy, Gods! of your debate: 
Let men their days in ſenſeleſs ſtrife employ, 
We, in eternal peace and conſtant joy. = 79 * 
Thou Goddeſs. mother, with our fire comply, 
Nor break the ſacred union of the ſky; _ ; 
Left, rouz'd to rage, he ſhake the bleſt abodes, 5 
Launch the red lightning, and dethrone the Gods. 
If you ſubmit, the Thunderer ſtands appeas'd; "50 : 
The gracious power is willing to be pleas'd. _- 
Thus Vulcan ſpoke; and riſing with a bound, 
The double bowl with ſparkling nectar crown'd, 
Which held to Juno in a chearful way, 
Goddeſs, (he cried) be patient and obey. 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. 
What God ſo daring in your aid to move, 
Or lift his hand againſt the force of Jove? _ 
Once in your cauſe I felt his matchleſs might, J 
Hurl'd headlong downward from th' etherial height, 
Toſt all the day in rapid circles round; 
Nor, till the ſun deſcended, touch'd the ground: 
Breathleſs I fell, in giddy motions loſt; 
The Sinthians rais'd me on the 1 coaſt, 705 
He ſaid, and to her hands the goblet heav'd, 


18 


1 Which, with a ſmile, the white-arm'd queen receiv'd, 


Then to the reſt he fill d; and in his turn, 


Each to his lips apply'd the nectar d urn. 
1 3 Vulcan 
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7 Tulcan with aukward grace his office plies, 

15 nd unextinguiſn'd laughter ſhakes the ſkies. 

2 | Thus the bleſt Gods the genial day prolong, 
1 feaſts ambroſial, and celeſtial ſong. 

ir tun'd the lyre; the Muſes round 
Vith voice alternate aid the filver ſound. 

| Vean time the radiant ſun, to mortal fight 


14 


14 


W'hen to their ſtarry domes the Gods depart, 
4 he ſhining monuments of Vulcan's art : 
Jore on his couch reclin'd his awful head, 
juno ſlumber'd on the golden bed. 
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De ending ſwift, roll'd down the rapid light, 
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Vol, XLVIII. 


ARGUMENT. 


The Trial of the Army, and Catalogue of the Force, 
JUPITER, in purſuance of the requeſt of Thetis, ſend 


a deceitful viſion to Agamemnon, perſuading hin th 
lead the army to battle; in order to make the Greek 
ſenſible of their want of Achilles. The general, wh 
is deluded with the hopes of taking Troy without 
aſſiſtance, but fears the army was diſcouraged by hi 
abſence and the late plague, as well as by the lengi 
of time, contrives to make trial of their diſpoſito 
bya ſtratagem. He firſt communicates his deſignt 
the princes in council, that he would propoſe a retun 
to the ſoldiers, and that they ſhould put a ſtop to then 
if the propoſal was entbraced, Then he aſſembles th 
whole hoſt, and upon moving for a return to Gre 
they unanimouſly agree to it, and run to prepare th 
_thips. They are de tained by the management 
Ulyſles, who chaſt iſes the 1 of Therſites. The 
| ally is recalled, ſeveral ſpeeches made on tit 
occaſion, and at length the advice of Neſtor followel, 
which was, to make a general muſter of the troops 
and to divide them into their ſeveral nations, betor 
they proceeded to battle. This gives occaſion to ti 
poet to enumerate all the forces of the Greeks and 
Trojans, and in a large catalogue. 

The time employed in this hook conſiſts not entits 
ly of one day. The ſcene lies in the Grecian can 
and upon the ſea-ſhore ; toward the end it remore 
to Troy. = 
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OW pleaſing ſleep had ſeal'd each mortal eye, 
Stretch'd in the tents the Grecian leaders he, 
rh' immortals ſlumber'd on their thrones above; 


it100 

onto] Al, but the ever wakeful eyes of ſove. 

eng To honour Thetis' ſon he bends his care, = - 
eat and plunge the Greeks in all the V oes of war: 5 
es the 

cer Then buds an empty phantom riſe to fight, 

e te And thus commands the viſion of the SY : 

nt do Fly hence, deluding Dream! and, light as air, oo 
1 To Agamemnon's ample tent repair. | 10 
n tit 5 


Bid him in arms draw forth th' embattled train, 


I Lead all his Grecians to the duſty plain. 
deo Declare, ev'n now tis given him to deſtroy 
to ii The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 


s For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 15 


At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall. 
Swift as the word the vain illigon fled, 
Deſcends, and hovers o'er Atrides' head; 20 
Cloath'd in the figure of the Pilian ſage, 
Renown'd for wiſdom, and rever'd for age; 
F 2 | | Around 


ntit 
camp 
moe 


And thus the flattering dream deceives the king: 
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Around his temples ſpreads his golden wing, 


Can'ſt thou, with all a monarch's cares oppreſt, 2 
Oh, Atreus ſon! can'ſt thou indulge thy reſt? | 
IIII fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Directs in council, and in war preſides, 
To whom its ſafety a whole people owes, 
To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe.  % 
_ Monarch, ae! tis Jove's command I bear; 
Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 
In juſt array draw forth th' embattled train, 
| Jad all thy Grecians to the duſty plain; 
Ev'n now, O king! tis given thee to deſtroy I 
The lofty towers of wide-ecrraded Troy. . 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 
1 O Juno? s ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall 4 
Awake, but waking this advice approve, 
And truſt the viſion that deſcends from Jo ve. 
- The phantom ſaid ; then vaniſh'd from his fight, 
Reſolves to air, and mixes with the night. 
A thouſand ſchemes the monarch's mind employ; 3 
Elate in thought, he ſacks untaken Troy: oh 
Vain as he was, and to the future blind ; 
Nor ſaw what Jove and ſecret fate defign' d, 
What mighty toils to either hoſt remain, 
What ſcenes of grief, and numbers of the ſlain! 
_ Eager he riſes, pry in fancy hears 
The voice celeſtial murmuring in his ears. 
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Fit on his limbs a ſlender veſt he drew, 

Around him next the regal mantle threw ; 

u' embroider'd ſandals on his feet were tied ; 
The ſtarry faulchion glitter'd at his fide ; 

And laſt his arm the maſly ſceptre loads, 
Unſtain'd, immortal, and the gift of Gods. 

ow roſy morn aſcends the court of Jove, 

afts up her light, and opens day above. 

be king diſpatch d his heralds with commands 
o range the camp, and ſummon all the bauds : 
he gathering hoſts the monarch's word obey; 
While to the fleet Atrides bends his way. 

In his black ſhip the Pylian prince he found; 
here calls a ſenate of the Peers around : 

Ih aſſembly plac'd, the king of men expreſt 

he counſels labouring in his artful breaft ; 
Friends and confederates ! with attentive ear 
Receive my words, and credit what you hear. 
Late as I lumber'd in the ſhades of night, 
A dream divine appear'd before my fight ; 

Whoſe viſionary form like Neſtor came, 

The ſame in habit, and in mien the ſame. 

The heavenly phantom hover'd o'er my head, 


And, Coſt thou fleep, Oh, Atreus' ſon ? (he ſaid) 


Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Directs in council, and in war preſides, 

To whom its ſafety a whole people owes ; 

To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe. 
Monarch, el tis Jove's command 1 bear, 


Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care. 
1 3 yy 
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In juſt array draw forth th' embattled train, 
And lead the Grecians to the duſty plain 
Ev'n now, O king! tis given thee to deſtroy $ 
The lofty towers of wide-extended 'Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend ; 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly: factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 5 
And nodding Ilion waits th' impending fall N 90 
This hear obſervant, and the Gods 1 
The viſion ſpoke; and paſt in air away. 
| Now, valiant chiefs! fince Heaven itſelf alarms; $ 
Unite, and rouſe the ſons of Greece to arms. 
But firſt, with caution try what yet they dare, 9; 
Worn with nine years of unſucceſsful war! 
'To move the 2 to meaſure back the main, 8 
Be mine; and your's the province to detain. 
le ſpoke, and fat; when Neſtor riſing ſaid, 
(Neſtor, whom Pylos' ſandy realms. obey'd) 
Princes of Greece, your faithful ears ne” 
Nor doubt the viſion of the Powers divine; 
Sent by great Jove to him who rules the hoft, - 
Forbid it, Heaven! this warning ſhould be loſt! 
Then let us haſte, obey the God's alarms, io; 


And join to rouſe the ſons of Greece to arms. 0 
Thus ſpoke the ſage: The kings without delay. | 

_ Diffolve the council, and their chief obey : A 

Ihe ſceptred rulers lead; the following hoſt _ 1 

Pour'd forth by thonſunds, darkens all the coal: 11 H 

As from ſome rocky cleft the ſhepherd ſees : 


Cluttering 1 in Heaps on heaps the drivi ing bees, | 
Rolling 


9 


00 
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ing, 
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Rolling, and blackening, ſwarms ſucceeding ſwarms, 
. With deeper murmurs and more hoarſe alarms; _ 

; Duſky they ſpread, a cloſe embody'd crowd, 115 
And o'er the vale deſcends the living cloud. | 

o, from the tents and ſhips, a lengthening train 

: Spreads all the beach, 
Along the region runs a deafening ſound ; 

C Beneath their footſteps groans the trembling ground. 
pame flies before, the 

And ſhining ſoars, and claps her wings above. 

Nine ſacred heralds now, proclaiming loud _ 

W The monarch's will, ſuſpend the liſtening crowd. 
Soon as the throngs in order rang'd appear, 125. 
And fainter murmurs dy'd upon the ear, 

Ihe king of kings his awful figure rais'd ; 
High in his hand the golden ſceptre blaz d: 

Ihe golden ſceptre, of celeſtial frame, 

By Vulcan form'd, from Jove to Hermes came 130 
Jo Pelops he th' immortal gift reſign'd ; : | 
| 1h immortal gift great Pelops left behind, 
In Atreus' hand, which not with Atreus ends, 
| To nch Thyeſtes next the prize deſcends : 


and wide o'erſhades the plain: 


meſſenger of Jove, 120 


And now the mark of Agamemnon's reign, | 138 


Subjects all Argos, and controls the main. 


On this bright ſceptre now the king reclin'd, 
And artful thus pronounc'd the ſpeech defign'd : 
Ye ſons of Mars! partake your leader's care, 
Heroes of Greece, and brothers of the war! 140 
Of partial Jove with juſtice I complain, 


And heavenly oracles 


believ'd in vain. 
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A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, 

| Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich'd with ſpoils, 

| Now ſhameful flight alone can fave the hoſt, 19 
Our blood, our treaſure, and our glory loſt. _ 


At whoſe command whole empires riſe or fall: 


What ſhame to Greece a fruitleſs war to wage, 


So ſmall their number, that if wars were ceas'd, | 55 
And Greece triumphant held a general feaſt, 
All rank'd by tens, whole decads when they dine 
Muſt want a Trojan ſlave to pour the wine. 
But other forces have our hopes 0 *erthrown, Tn 
And Troy prevails by armies not her own. 16 
| Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run, 


And ſcarce enſure the wretched power to fly. 


Our weeping wives, our tender children call: 


is nature's voice, and nature we obey. 
Our ſhatter'd barks may yet tranſport us o'er, 
| Safe and inglorious, to our native ſhore. 170 
Fly, Grecians, fly, your ſails and oars employ, 
And dream no more of Heaven-defended Troy. 
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So Jove decrees, reſiſtleſs lord of all! 


He ſhakes the feeble props of human truſt, 
And towns and armies humbles to the duſt. 155 


Oh, laſting ſhame in every future age! 


Once great in arms, the common ſcorn we grow, 


Repuls'd and baffled by a feeble foe : 


Since firſt the labours of this war begun: 
Our cordage torn, decay'd our veſſels lie, 


Haſte then, for ever leave the Trojan wall! = 


Love, duty, ſafety, ſummon us away, 


His 
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is deep deſign unknown, the hoſts approve 
ö des ſpeech. The mighty numbers move. 
oll the billows to th' Icarian ſhore, 175 
Jom Eaſt and South when winds begin to roar, 
. Wurſt their dark manſions in the clouds, and ſw eep 
The whitening ſurface of the ruffled deep, 
Ind as on corn when weſtern guſts deſcend, 
ore the blaſt the lofty harveſt bends: 180 
Whus o'er the field the moving hoſt appears, 
, ith nodding plumes, and groves of waving ſpears. _ 
[he gathering murmur ſpreads, their trampling feet 
Beat the looſe ſands, and thicken to the fleet. 
1 "ith long- reſounding cries they urge the train 1 85 
Lo fit the ſhips, and launch inte the mm 
jy [hey toil, they ſweat, thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 
W' he doubling clamours echo to the ſkies, 
vn then the Greeks had left the hoſtile plain, 
And fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain; 190 
But Jove' 8 imperial queen their flight ey d, 
und ſighing, thus beſpoke the bine -ey'd maid: 
Shall then the Grecians fly! O dire diſgrace! 
nd leave unpuniſh'd this perſidious race? 
hal! Troy, ſhall Priam, and th' adulterous ſpouſe.” 195 
n peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows ?. 
Pnd braveſt chiefs, 1 in Helen's quarrel flain, 
Lie unreveng'd on yon deteſted plain ? 
No: let my Greeks, unmov'd by vain alarms, - 
nice more refulgent ſhine in brazen arms, 200 
| alte, Goddeſs, haſte! the flying hoſt detain, 
Nor let one ſail be hoiſted on the main. 
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Pallas obeys, and from Olympus' height 
Swift to the ſhips precipitates her flight; 
Ulyſſes, firſt in public cares, ſhe found, 

For prudent counſel like the Gods renown'd: 
Oppreſs'd with gen'rous grief the hero ſtood, 
Nor drew his fable veſſels to the flood, 

And is it thus, divine Laertes' ſon! 
Thus fly the Greeks (the martial maid begun 5 
Thus to their country bear their own diſgrace, 
And fame eternal leave to Priam's race? 

Shall beauteous Helen ſtill remain unfreed, 

Still unreveng'd a thouſand heroes bleed? 
Haſte, generous Ithacus! prevent the ſhame, 
Recall your armies, and your chiefs reclaim, | 

| Your own reſiſtleſs eloquence employ, _ 

| And to the Immortals truſt the fall of Troy. 
The voice divine confeſs'd the warlike maid, 
Ulpyſſes heard, nor uninſpir'd obey'd: _ 
Then meeting firſt Atrides, from his band 
Receiĩvꝰd th' imperial ſceptre of command. 
Ihus grac'd, attention and reſpect to gain, 
He runs, he flies, through all the Grecian train, 


20 


Each prince of name, or chief in arms approv'd, & Wl 
He fir'd with praiſe, or with perſuaſion mov'd. | Lo 
Warriours, like you, with ſtrength and wiſdom ble WW +: 
Buy brave examples ſhould confirm the reſt. ln 
'The monarch's will not yet reveal'd appears ; W 
He tries our courage, but reſents our fears, 23 <c 
Th unwary Greeks his fury may provoke ; . 
Not thus the king in ſecret council ſpoke. T 


Joi 
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- Tore | Toves our chief, from Jove his honour ſprings, 
Ware! for dreadful is the wrath of kings. ; 
gut if a clamorous vile plebeian — 235 
im with reproof he check'd, or tam'd with blows. 
e ſtill, thou flave, and to thy betters yield; | 
EUnknown alike in council and in field! 

Fe Gods, what daſtards would our hoſt command, 
hs to the war, the lumber of a land! 240 
ge ſilent, wretch, and think not here allow'd 

; hat worſt of tyrants, an ufurping crowd : 

ro one ſole monarch Jove commits the ſway ; 

His are the laws, and him let all obey. 
With words like theſe the troops Ulyſſes rul'd, 245 | 
Ihe loudeſt filenc'd, and the fierceſt cool'd. - 
Pack to th' aſſembly roll'd the thronging train, 

E Deſert the ſhips, and pour upon the plain. 
Murmuring they move, as when old Ocean roars, 


210 
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| The groaning banks are burſt with bellowing ſound, 
Ihe rocks remurmur, and the deeps rebound. 

At length the tumulr ſinks, the noifes ceaſe, 

And a ſtill filence lulls the camp to peace, 
Therſites only clamour'd in the throng, 255 
Loquacious, loud, and turbulent of tongue: 

Aw'd by no ſhame, by no reſpe&s control'd, 

In ſcandal buſy, in reproaches bold: 

Wich witty malice ftudious to defame: 


left 


corn all his 1 joy, and laughter all his aim; 260 
but chief he glory” d, with licentious file, 

To laſh the great, and monarchs to reyile, 

ore 3 955 „ 


His 


And heaves huge ſurges to the trembling ſhores: 2 8 
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His figure ſuch as might his ſoul proclaim; 
One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame; 
His mountain ſhoulders half his breaſt o A 203 
Thin hairs beſtrew'd his long miſhapen head. 

Spleen to mankind his envious heart poſſeſt, 

And much he hated all, but moſt the belt. 

_ Ulyſſes or Achilles {till his theme; 

But royal ſcandal his delight fipreme. fz 
Long had he liv'd the ſcorn of every Greek, | 
Vext when he ſpoke, yet ſtill they heard him ſpeak, 
Sharp was his voice, which, in the ſhrilleſt tone, 
Thus with injurious taunts attack'd the throne : 
Amidſt the glories of ſo bright a reign, 27 
What moves the great Atrides to complain! 2 
"Tis thine whate'er the warriour's breaſt inflames, 
The golden ſpoil, and thine the lovely dames. 
With all the wealth our wars and blood beſtow, 
Thy tents are crowded, and thy cheſts o 'erflow, 280 
Thus at full eaſe in heaps of riches roll'd, 
What grieves the monarch? Is it thirſt of gold? 
Say, ſhall we march with our unconquer'd powers, 
(The Greeks and I) to Ilion's hoſtile towers, 
And bring the race of royal baſtards here, 25; 
For Troy to ranſom at a price too dear ? 1 
But ſafer plunder thy own hoſt ſupplies; 

Say, would'ſt thou ſeize ſome valiant leader $ prize! 
Or, if thy heart to generous love be led, : 
Some captive fair, to bleſs thy kingly bed? 2000 
Whate'er our maſter craves, ſubmit we muſt, - 


Plagued with his pride, or puniſh'd for his luſt. 


Oh 
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Dh women of Achaia! men no more! 

once let us fly, and let him waſte his ſtore | 3 
\ loves and pleaſures on the Phrygian ſhore, 295 
ve may be wanted on ſome buſy day, 

Then Hector comes: ſo great Achilles may: 

rom him he forc'd the prize we jointly gave, 

rom him, the fierce, the fearleſs, and the brave: 

1d durſt he, as he ought, reſent that wrong, 300 
his mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. 3 
Fierce from his ſeat at this Ulyſles ſprings, 

In generous vengeance of the king of kings; 

Vith indignation ſparkling in his eyes, 

He views the wretch, and ſternly thus replies: 30 5 
peace, factious monſter, born to vex the ſtate, 
ith wrangling talents form'd for foul debate: 

Purb that impetuous tongue, nor, raſhly vain 

nd ſingly mad, aſperſe the ſovereign reigg. 
Hare we not known thee, flave! of all our hoſt, 310 
The man who acts the leaf, upbraids the moſt? 

ſhink not the Greeks to ſhameful flight to bring, 

Nor let thoſe lips profane the name of king. 

For our return we truſt the heavenly Powers ; 

Be that their care; to fight like men be ar,, 350 
But grant the hoſt with wealth the general load, 
Except detraction, what haſt thou beſtow'd ? 
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? oopoſe ſome hero ſhould his ſpoils reſign, 
Art thou that hero, could thoſe ſpoils be thine? 
90 Gods! let me periſh on this hateful ſnore, 320 


And let theſa eyes behold ms ſon no more; 
li, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
Oh e firip thoſe arms thou ill defery' to wear, 


From his vile viſage wip'd the ſcalding tears. 


__ Such juſtexamples on offenders ſhown, 


The blue-ey'd Pallas, his celeſtial friend, 
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Expel the council where our princes meet, 
And ſend theeſcourg'd and howling thro' the fleet. J! 
He ſaid, and cowering as the daſtard bends, 
The weighty ſceptre on his back defcends : _ 
On the round bunch the bloody tumours riſe; 
The tears ſpring ſtarting from his haggard eyes: 
Trembling he ſat, and, ſhrunk in abject fears, 35 


While to his neighbour each expreſs'd his thought: 
Ye Gods! what wonders has Ulyſſes wrought! 
Whatf ruits his conduct and his courage yield; 
Great in the council, glorious, in the field! 33 
Generous he riſes in the crown's defence, 
Jo curb the factious tongue of inſolence. 


Sedition ſilence, and aſſert the throne. 5 
I uwas thus the general voice the hero prais d, 340 
Who, riſing high, th' imperial ſceptre rais'd : 


{In form a herald) bade the crowds attend. 
TW expecting crowds in Kill attention hung, 
To hear the wiſdom of his heavenly tongue. 14; 
Ihen deeply thoughtful, pauſing ere he poke, 
His filence thus the prudent hero broke: | 
Unhappy monarch! whom the Grecian race, 
With ſhame deſerting, heap with vile diſgrace. 


Not ſuch at Argos was their generous vow, 308M" 
Once all their voice, but, an! forgotten now: Tt 
Ne'er to return, was then the common cry, Ss bl 
Till Troy's proud ſtructures ſhould in aſhes lie. de 


Behold 
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b-hold them weeping for their native ſhore! 
hat could their wives or helpleſs children more? 3 55 
hat heart but melts to leave the tender train, 
and, one ſhort month, endure the wintery main? 
ey leagues remov'd, we wiſh our peaceful ſeat, 
hen the ſhip toſſes, and the tempeſts beat: 
J hea well may this long ſtay provoke their tears, 360 
he tedious length of nine revolving years. EO. 
Not for their grief the Grecian hoſt I blame; 
But vanquiſh'd! baffled ! oh, eternal ſhame! | 
ect the time to Troy's deſtruction given, 
And try the faith of Chalcas and of Heaven. 365 
hat paſs'd at Aulis, Greece can witneſs bear, 
And all who live to breathe this Phryg:an "17 
Bede a fountain's ſacred brink we rais'd 
Our verdant altars, and the victims blaz'd; | 
oMTwas where the plane: tree ſpreads its ſhades 3 370 N 
The altars heav d; and from the crumbling ground 
[A mighty dragon ſhot, of dire portent; 
From Jove himſelf the dreadful fign was ſent, 
| Strait to the tree his ſanguine ſpire he roll'd, 
36 And curl'd around in many a winding fold. 375 
The topmoſt branch a mother- bird poſſeſt; 1 
Eight callow infants fill'd the moſſy neſt; 
Herſelf the ninth; the ſerpent, as he Lag: 
Stretch d his dick jaws, and craſh'd the crying young ; 'L 
330 While hovering near, with miſcrable moan, 380 
The drooping mother wail'd her children gone. 
The mother laſt, as round the neſt ſhe flew, 
deiz d by the beating wing, the monſter flew : 
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Nor long ſurviv'd; to marble turn'd, he ſtands 
A laſting prodigy on Aulis ſands. 
Such was the will of Jove ; and hence we dare 
Truſt in his omen, and ſupport the war. 
For while around we gaze with wondering eyes, 
And trembling ſought the powers with ſacrifice, 
Full of his God, the reverend Chalcas cried, 
Ve Grecian warriours! lay your fears aſide. 
This wonderous ſignal Jove himſelf diſplays, 
Of long, long labours, but eternal praiſe. 
As many birds as by the ſnake were lain, 
So many years the toils of Greece remain, 35 
But wait the tenth, for Ilion's fall decreed: 
Thus ſpoke the prophet, thus the fates ſucceed, | 
Obey, ye Grecians! with ſubmiſſion wait, 
Nor let your flight avert the Trojan fate. 
He ſaid: the ſhores with loud applauſes ſound, 400 
The hollow ſhips each deafening ſhout rebound. 
Then Neſtor thus — Theſe vain debates forbear, 
Ve talk like children, not like heroes dare, 
Where now are all your high reſolves at laſt? 
Vour leagues concluded, your engagements paſt ? 40 
Vow'd with. libations and with victims then, 
No vaniſh'd like their ſmoke : the faith of men! 
While uſeleſs words conſume th' unacti ve hours, 
No wonder Troy ſo long reſiſts our powers. 
Riſe, great Atrides! and with courage * 5 400 
WMWe march to war, if thou direct ke A 
But leave the few that dare reſiſt thy laws, 
T he mean deſerters of the Grecian cauſe. 
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. grudge the conqueſts mighty Jove prepares, 
Wd view with envy our ſucceſsful wars, 415 
n that great day when firſt the martial train, 
g with the fate of Ilion, plow'd the main, 
Neon the right, a proſperous ſignal ſent, 
Id thunder rolling ſhook the firmament, 
Peourag'd hence, maintain the glorious ſtrife, 420 
ill every ſoldier graſp a Phrygian wite, 
ill Helen's woes at full reveng'd appear, 
Ind Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear. 
W fore that day, if any Greek invite 
Wis country's troops to baſe, inglorious flight; 425 
Wand forth that Greek! and hoiſt his ſail to fly, 
Ind die the daſtard firſt, who dreads to die. 
ut now, O monarch! all thy chiefs adviſe: 
or what they offer, thou thyſelf deſpiſe. 
Lmong thoſe councils, let not mine be vain; _ 430 
tribes and nations to divide thy train; Pep 
His ſeparate troops let every leader call, 
Tach ſtrengthen each, and all encourage all. 
Vbat chief, or ſoldier, of the numerous band, 
or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, 43 5 
hen thus diſtin they war, ſhall ſoon be 2 5 55 
And what the cauſe of Ilion not o'er-thrown; 
f fate reſiſts, or if our arms are ſlow, 
{ Gods above prevent, or men below. 
To him the king: How much thy years excel 440 
n arts of council. and in ſpeaking well? 
VU would the Gods, in love to Greece, decree 


Pat ten ſuch ſages as they grant in thee ; = 
„4 Ons Such 
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And, well-refreſh'd, to bloody conflict haſte, 


And every Grecian fix his brazen ſhield ; 
Let allexcite the fiery ſteeds of war, 

And all for combat fit the rattling car. 
his day, this dreadful day, let . contend; 3 
Neo reſt, no reſpite, till the ſhades deſcend; 
Till darkneſs, or till death, ſhall cover all: 

Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall! 


With the huge ſhield each brawny arm depreſt, 
Fach aching nerve refuſe the lance to throw, 
And each ſpent courſer at the chariot blow. 

Who dares, inglorious, in his ſhips to ſtay, 


That wretch, too mean to fall by martial power, 
T he birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. 


Loud as the ſurges when the tempeſt blows, . 
That daſh'd on broken rocks tumultuous roar, 
And foam and thunder on the ſtony ſhore, 
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Such wiſdom ſoon ſhould Priam's force deſtroy. 
And ſoon ſhould fall the haughty towers of Troy! , 
But Jove forbids, who plunges thoſe he hates 
In fierce contention and in vain debates. 


Now great Achilles from our aid withdraws, 
By me provok'd; a captive maid the cauſe : 

If e'er as friends we join, the Trojan wall 
Muſt ſhake, and heavy will the vengeance fall! 
But now, ye warriours, take a ſhort repaſt : 


q 


His ſharpen'd ſpear let every Grecian wield, 


Till bath'd in ſweat be every manly breaſt, 


Who dares to tremble on this ſignal day; 


The monarch ſpoke; and ftraight a murmur roſe, 


Straio 
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Iraight to the tents the troops diſperſing bend. 
he fires are kindled, and the ſmokes aſcend; 475 
ith haſty feaſt they ſacrifice, and pray 
avert the dangers of the doubtful day. 
| cer of five years' age, large limb'd, and fed, 
o Jove's high altars Agamemnon led: 
here bade the nobleſt of the Grecian peers ; 4% 
And Neſtor firſt, as moſt advanc'd in years. N 
Next came Idomeneus, and Tydeus' ſon, 
6 jax the leſs, and Ajax Telamon ; 
hen wiſe Ulyſſes in his rank was plac'd ; 
\nd Menelaus came unbid, the laſt — 485 
he chiefs ſurround the deſtin'd beaſt, and take 
he ſacred offering of the ſalted cake, 
When thus the king prefers his ſolemn prayer: 
Dh thou! whoſe thunder rends the clouded air, 85 
no in the heaven of heavens has fix d thy throne, 40⁰ | 
upreme of Gods! unbounded and alone! 
ſear! and before the burning ſun deſcends, 
petore the night her gloomy veil extends, 
ow in the duſt be laid yon hoſtile ſpires, 
de Priam's palace ſunk in Grecian fires, 495 
n Heftor's breaſt be plung'd this ſhining ſword, = 
ind ſlaughter'd heroes groan around their lord! 
| Thus pray'd the chief; his unavailing prayer 
reat Jove refus'd, and toſt in empty air : 
i God averſe, while yet the fumes aroſe, 500 
repar'd new toils, and doubled woes on woes. 
heir prayers perform'd, the chiefs the rite purſue, 
he ky ſprinkled, and the victim flew, 
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Round the vaſt orb an hundred ſerpents roll'd, 


With this each Grecian's manly breaſt ſhe warms, «5j 
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The limbs they ſever from th' incloſing hide, 
The thighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide. 
On theſe, in double cauls involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lie from every part. 
From the cleft wood the crackling flames aſpire, 
While the fat victim feeds the ſacred fire. 

Ihe thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, 
Thb' aſſiſtants part, transfix, and roaſt the reſt; 
Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare, 

Soon as the rage of hunger was ſuppreſt, 

The generous Neſtor thus the prince addreſt: c 
Now bid thy heralds ſound the loud alarms, 
And call the ſquadrons ſheath'd in brazen arms: 

Nou ſeize th' occaſion, now the troops ſurvey, 
And lead to war when Heaven directs the way. 

le ſaid; the monarch iſſued his commands; u 

Straight the loud heralds call the gathering bands, 

The chiefs incloſe their king: the hoſt divide, 

In tribes and nations rank'd on either ſide. 

High in the midſt the blue-ey'd Virgin flies; 

From rank to rank ſhe darts her ardent eyes: 51 


The dreadful ægis, Jove's immortal ſhield, 
Plaz'd on her arm, and lighten'd all the field: 


3 


Form'd the bright fringe, and ſeem'd to burn in goll 


Swells their bold hearts, and ſtrings their nervous arms; 
No more they ſigh, inglorious, to return, 
Hut breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 
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As on ſome mountain, through the lofty grove, 
- crackling flames aſcend, and blaze above; 535 
he fires expanding as the winds ariſe, _ | 
ot their long beams, and kindle half the ſkies : 
b from the polich d arms, and brazen ſhields, 
gleamy ſplendour flaſh'd along the fields. 
ot leſs their number than N embody'd cranes, 540 
r milk vyhite ſwans in Afius' watery plains, 
hat o'er the windings of Cäyſter's ſprings, 
retch their long necks, and clap their ruſtling Wings, 
aw tower aloft, and courſe in airy rounds ; | 
low light with noiſe; with noiſe the field reſounds. | 
hus numerous and confus'd, extending wide, 
he legions crowd Scamander's flowery fide ; 
Vith ruſhing troops the plains are cover d o'er, 
nd hondering footſteps ſhake the ſounding more. . 
long the river's level meads they ſtand, „ 
Thick as in ſpring the flowers adorn the land, : 
Dr leaves the trees; or thick as inſets. play, 
The wandering nation of a ſummer's day, 
That, drawn by milky ſteams, at evening hours, 
n gather'd ſwarms ſurround the rural bowers ; 55 
rom pail to pail with buſy murmur run 
he gilded legions, glittering in the ſun. 
o throng'd, ſo cloſe, the Grecian ſquadrons ſtood 
n radiant arms, and thirſt for Trojan blood. 
ach leader now his ſcattered force conjoins 560 
in cloſe array, and forms the deepening lines. = 
Not with more eaſe, the ſkilful ſhepherd ſwain 
oiects his locks from thouſands on the plain. . 

63 The 
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Daughters of Jove, aſſiſt! inſpir'd by you 
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The King of Kings, majeſtically tall, 
Towers o'er his armies, and outſhines them all ; of 
Like ſome proud bull that round the paſtures leads 
His ſubject-herds, the monarch of the meads, 
Great as the Gods, th' exalted chief was ſeen, 
His ſtrength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien, 
Jove o'er his eyes celeſtial glories ſpread, 7 
And dawning conqueſt play'd around his head, 
Say, Virgins, ſeated round the throne divine, 
All-knowing Goddeſſes! immortal nine! 
Sinceearth's wide regions, heaven's unmeaſur height, 
And hell's abyſs, hide nothing from your fight, 5; 
(We, wretched mortals ! loſt in doubts below, 
But gueſs by rumour, and but boaſt we know) 
Oh, ſay what heroes, fir'd by thirſt of fame, 
Or urg'd by wrongs, to Troy's deſtruction came? 
Jo count them all, demands a thouſand tongues, 3 
A throat of braſs, and adamantine lungs. 


The mighty labour dauntleſs J purſue : 
What crowded armies, from what climes they bring, 
” Their names, their numbers, and their chiefs, Thang 


THE CaTaiocus oF THE SHIPS, 


The hardy warriours whom Bœotia bred, 
Penelius, Leitus, Prothoënor led: e dtr. 
With theſe Arceſilaus and Clonius ſtand, 

Equal in arms, and equal in command. 
Theſe head the troops that rocky Aulis OY, $K 
And Eteon's hills, and Hyrie's watery fields, 
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nd schænos, Scholos, Græa near the main, | 
d Mycalefſia's ample piny plain. 
doe who on Peteon or [efion dwell, 

; Harma where Apollo's prophet fell; 595 

con and Hylè, which the ſprings o erflow; Ke 

nd Medeon lofty, and Ocalea low ; 

in the meads of Haliartus ſtray, 

r Theſpis ſacred to the God of Day. 

ncheltus, Neptune's celebrated groves ; boo 

de, and 'Thiſbe, fam'd for ſilver doves, 

r flocks Erythræ, Gliſſa for the vine; 

tea green, and Nyſa the divine. 

au they whom 'Thebe's well-built walls encloſe, = 

here Myde, Eutreſus, Corone roſe; e 00y 

xd Arne rich, with purple harveſts tas; FS 

d Anthedon, Bœotia's utmoſt bound. 5 

l fifty ſhips they ſend, and each conveys 

rice fixty warriours through the foaming ſeas, 

To theſe ſucceed Aſpledon's martial train „ 810 

0 plow the ſpacious Orchomenian plain. 

o valiant brothers rule th* undaunted throng, 

men and Aſcalaphus the ſtrong: 

ns of Aſtyoche, the heavenly fair, 

toſe Virgin charms ſubdued the God of War 615 

Actor's court as ſhe retir'd to reſt, 

e ſtrength of Mars the bluſhing maid compreſt), 

er troops in thirty ſable veſſels ſweep, 

Ita equal oars, the hoarſe reſounding deep. | 

he Phocians next in forty barks repair, 620 

itroplus and Schedius head the war. 8 
8 4 Feen 
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From thoſe rich regions where Cephiſſus leads | Twit 
His filver current through the flowery meads; 
From Panopea, Chryſa the divine, 

Where Anemoria's ſtately turrets ſhine, 
Where Pytho, Daulis, Cyparifſus ſtood, 
And fair Lilæa views the riſing flood. 

Theſe rang'd in order on the floating tide, 

- Cloſe on the left, the bold Bœotians fide. 

Pierce Ajax led the Locrian ſquadrons on, 
Ajax the leſs, Oileus' valiant ſon; 

Skill'd to direct the flying dart aright; 
Svift in puſuit, and active in the fight; 


Him, as their chief, the choſen troops attend, 9 No 
Which Beſſa, Thronus, and rich Ages ſend: — 10 
Opus, Calliarus, and Scarphe's bands | | Th 
And thoſe who dwell where pleaſing Augia lands. : Or 

And where Boigrius floats the lowly lands, 3 

0 


Or in fair Taphe's ſylvan ſeats reſide: 
In forty veſſels cut the liquid tide, bh 
Eubœa next her martial ſons prepares, TT 
And ſends the brave Abantes to the wars: 
Breathing revenge, in arms they take their way 
From Chalcis' walls, and ſtrong Eretria; | 
Th' Iſteian fields for generous vines nog 6143 
The fair Cariſtos, and the Styrian ground; 
Where Dios from her towers o erlooks the plain, 
And high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
| Down their broad ſhoulders falls a length of hair; 
Their hands diſmiſs not the long lance in air; 60 
But with portended ſpears in fighting fields, 
Pierce the tough corſelets and the brazen ſhields, 


Twice 


61 


wide 
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Twice twenty ſhips tranſport the warlike bands, 
Which bold Elphenor, fierce in arms, commands, 
Full fifty more from Athens ſtem the main, 655 


Led by Mneſtheus through the liquid plain, 


(Athens the fair, where great Erectheus ſway'd, 

That ow'd his nurture to the blue-eyed Maid, 

But from the reeming furrow took his birth, 

The mighty offspring of the foodful earth. 660 

Him Pallas plac'd amidit her wealthy fane, 

Ador'd with ſacrifice and oxen ſlain ; 

Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 

And all the tribes reſound the Goddeſs' praiſe) 

No chief like thee, Mneſtheus! Greece could y 1eld, 665 5 

To marſhal armies in the duſty field, 

Th' extended wings of battle to diſplay, 

Or cloſe th' embody'd hoſt in firm array, 

Neſtor alone, 1mprov'd by length of days, 

For martial conduct bore an equal praiſe. 6 
Wich theſe appear the Salaminian bands, 

Whom the gigantic Telamon commands; 

In twelve black ſhips to Troy they ſteer their courſe, 


Oo 


LO | 


And with the great Athenians join their force. 
Next move to war the generous Argive train, 


From high Trœzenè, and Maſeta's plain, 

And fair Ægina circled by the main: 

Whom ſtrong Tyrinthe” s lofty walls ſurround, 

And Epidaur with viny harveſts crown'd; _ 

And where fair Aſinen and Hermion ſhow - 680 
Their cliffs above, and ample bay below. 


Theſe by the brave Euryalus were led, 


Great Sthenelus, and greater Diomed, 


But 


1 
ö 


| 
| 


- In fixty ſhips with Menelaus draws : 710 
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But chief Tydides bore the ſovereign ſway ; 

In four-ſcore barks they plow the watery way. 
The proud Mycene arms her martial powers, 
Cleone, Corinth, with imperial towers, 
Fair Arzthyrea, Ornia's fruitful plain, 
And Zgeon, and Adraſtus' ancient reign ; | 
And thoſe who dwell along the ſandy ſhore, 690 
And where Pellene yields her fleecy ſtore, 

Where Helice and Hypereſia lie, 

And Gonoteſfa's ſpires ſalute the ſky. 

Great Agamemnon rules the numerous band, | 


A hundred veſſels in long order ſtand, - 695 
And crowded nations wait his dread command. 
High on the deck the king of men appears, 

And his refulgent arms in triumph wears; 

Proud of his hoſt, unrivall'd in his reign, 1 

In ſilent pomp he moves along the main. 70⁰⁰ 

His brother follows, and to vengeance warms 
The hardy Spartans exercis'd in arms; 

Phares and Bryſia's valiant troops, and thoſe 

Whom Lacedæmon's lofty hills incloſe : 

Or Meſle's towers for filver doves renown'd, 705 

Amyclæ, Lais, Augia's happy ground, 

And thoſe whom Oetylos' low walls contain, 
And Helos, on the margin of the main: 

| Theſe, o'er the bending ocean, Helen's cauſe, 


Eager and loud from man to man he flies, 
Revenge and fury flaming in his eyes; 

While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 
The fair- one's grief, and ſees her falling tears. 


In 


ILIAD, Book II. TY 
In ninety fail, from Pylo's ſandy coaſt, 715 
Neſtor the ſage conducts his choſen hoſt : 
From Amphigenia's ever fruitful land; 
Where Æpy high, and little Pteleon Rand; 
Vhere beauteous Arenè her ſtructures ſhows, 
and Thryon's walls Alpheus' ſtreams incloſe: 720 
\nd Dorion, fam'd for Thamyris' diſgrace, 
Superior once of all the tuneful race, 
ill, vain of mortals empty praiſe, he ſtrove 
o match the ſeed of cloud-compelling Jove! 
Too daring bard! whoſe unſucceſsful pride 725 
Th' immortal Muſes in their art defy'd. 
Th' avenging Muſes of the light of day 
Depriv'd his eyes, and ſnatch'd his voice away; 
No more his heavenly voice was heard to ng. 
His hand no more awak' d the filver ſtring, 7 30 
Where under high Cyllene, crown'd with wood, 
The ſhaded tomb of old Ægyptus ftood ; 
From Ripe, Stratie, Tegea's 3 towns, 
The Phenean fields, and Orchomenian downs, 
Where the fat herds in plenteous paſture rove; 735 
And Stymphelus with her ſurrounding grove, 
Parrhaſia, on her ſnowy cliffs reclin'd, 
And high Eniſpe ſhook by wintery w ind, 
And fair Mantinea's ever-pleaſing ſite; . 
In fixty ſail th? Arcadian bands unite. 740 
10 bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, 15 
(Ancæus' ſon) the mighty ſquadron led. 
Their ſhips, £ upply'd by Agamemnon's care, 
Trou g roaring ſeas the wondering warriours bear; 
=.” FE 
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700 
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The firſt to battle on th” appointed plain, 
But new to all the dangers of the main. 
Thoſe, where fair Elis and Bupraſium j join: 
Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrſinus confine, 
And bounded there where o'er the valleys roſe 
The Olenian rock; and where Alifum flows; 


Beneath four chiets (a numerous army) came: 


I be ftrength and glory of th' Epean name. 


In ſeparate ſquadrons theſe their train divide, 


Each leads ten veſſels through the yielding tide. 88 
194 


One was Amphimacus, and Thalphius one 
(Eurytus' this, and that Teätus' ſon); 
Diores ſprung from Amarynceus' line; 


And great Polyxenus, of force divine. 


But thoſe who view fair Elis o'er the ſeas 


From the bleſt iſlands of th' Echinades, 


In forty veſſels under Meges move, 

Begot by Phyleus the belov' d of Jove. 

To ſtrong Dulichium from his fire he fled, 
And thence to Troy his hardy warriors led. 
Ulvyſſes follow'd through the watery road, 

A chief, in wiſdom equal to a Gd. 
With thoſe who Cephalenia's iſle inclos'd, 
Or till their fields along the coaſt oppos'd; 
Or where fair Ithaca overlooks the floods, 
Where high Neritos ſhakes his waving woods, 


| Where A gilipa's rugged ſides are ſeen, | 


Crocylia rocky, and Zacynthus green. 


Theſe in twelve galleys with vermillion prores, 


Beneath his conduct ſought the Phrygian ſhores. 


15 


145 


139 
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| Thoas 
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Thoas came next, Andræmon's valiant ſon, 775 
From Pleuron's walls, and chalky Calydon, 
And rough Pylenè, and th". Olenian ſteep, 
And Chalcis beaten by the rolling deep. 
He led the warriours from th* Ætolian ſhore, 
For now the ſons of Oeneus were no more! 780 
The glories of the mighty race were fled! 
Oeneus himſelf, and Meleager dead! 
To Thoas care now truſt the martial train, 
His forty veſſels follow through the main, 


Next eighty barks the Cretan king commands, 7 88 


Of Gnoſſus, Lyctus, and Gortyna's bands, 

And thoſe who dwell where Rhytion's domes ariſe, 
Or white Lycaſtus glitters to the ſkies, 

Or where by Phceitus filver Jardan runs; 


Crete's hundred cities pour forth all her Gas, 790 


Theſe march'd, Idomeneus, beneath thy care, 

And Merion, dreadful as the God of war. 
Tepolemus, the ſon of Hercules, 

Led nine ſwift veſſels through the foamy ſeas; 


From Rhodes with everlaſting ſunſhine bright, 795 
| Jalyſus, Lindus, and Camirus white. 


His captive mother fierce Alcides bore, 

From Ephyr's walls, and Selle's winding ſhore, | 

Where mighty towns in ruins ſpread the plain, 

And ſaw their blooming warriours early ſlain. 800 

The hero, when to manly years he grew, 

Alcides' uncle, old Licymnius, flew ; 

For this, conſtrain'd to quit his native place, 

And ſhun the vengeance of the Herculean race, 
A fleet 
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A fleet he built, and with a numerous train 
Of willing exiles, wander'd o'er the main; 

Where, many ſeas and many ſufferings paſt, 

On happy Rhodes the chief arriv'd at laſt: 


There in three tribes divides his native band, No 
And rules them peaceful in a foreign land; 8:1 Clo 
Enereas'd and profper'd in their new abodes, din 
By mighty Jove, the ſire of men and Gods; 1 
With joy they ſaw the growing empire riſe, Th 
And ſhowers of wealth deſcending from the ſkies, an 


Ihree ſhips with Nireus ſought the Trojan ſhore, 
Nireus, whom Aglie to Charopus bore, 
Nireus, in faultleſs ſhape and blooming grace, 
The lovelieſt youth of all the Grecian race; 
Pelides only match'd his early charms; 
But few his troops, and ſmall his ſtrength i in arms, $1 
Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, 
Of thoſe Calydnæ's ſea-girt ifles contain; 
With them the youth of Nyſyrus repair, 
Caſus the ſtrong, and Crapathus the fair; 
Cos, where Eurypylus poſſeſt the ſway, 823 
Till great Alcides made the realms obe: 
Theſe Antiphus and bold Phidippus bring, 
Sprung from the God by Theſſalus the king. 
Now, Muſe, recount Pelaſgic Argos' powers, 


From Alos, Alope, and Trechin's towers; 30 
From Phthia's ſpacious vales; and Hella, bleſt 
With female beauty far beyond the reſt, 

Full fifty ſhips beneath Achilles' care, 


Th' Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians bear ; 
'Theſſalians 


810 


$29 


825 


tans 
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Thefſalians all, though various in their name; 5 835 


The ſame their nation, and their chief the ſame. 


But now, inglorious, ftretch'd along the _ 


They hear the brazen voice of war no more; 
No more the foe they face in dire array ; ; 


| Cloſe in his fleet the angry leader la; 840 


Since fair Briſeis from his arms was torn, 


| The nobleſt ſpoil from ſack'd Lyrneſſus borne. 


Then, when the chief the Theban walls o erthrew, 
And the bold ſons of great Evenus ſlew. 
There mourn'd Achilles, plung'd in depth of care, 84 I 
But ſoon to riſe in ſlaughter, blood, and war. 
To theſe the youth of Phylace ſucceed, 
ſtona, famous for her fleecy breed, 


And graſſy Pteleon deck'd with cheerful greens, 


The bowers of Ceres, and the ſylvan ſcenes, 850 


| Sweet Pyrrhaſus, with blooming flowrets crown d, 


And Antron's watery dens, and cavern'd ground. 
Theſe own'd as chief Protefilas the brave, 

Who now lay filent in the gloomy grave: 
The firſt who boldly touch'd the Trojan ſhore, 857 


And dy'd a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore; 


There lies, far diſtant from his native plain; Mx 
Unfiniſh'd, his proud palaces remain, 5 
And his ſad conſort beats her breaſt in vain. f 
His troops in forty ſhips Podarces led, pet 860 
Iphiclus' fon, and brother to the dead; 1 
Nor he unworthy to command the hoſt; 
Yet till they mourn'd their ancient leader loſt, 
The men who Glaphyra's fair ſoil partake, 


| here h alls encircle Beebe slowly lake. 865 


Where 
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Where Phzre hears the neighbouring waters fall . 


Or proud Jölcus lifts her airy wall, Y 
In ten black ſhips embark'd for Ilion's ſhore, Gor 
With bold Eumylus, whom Alceſte bore: We 
All Pelias' race Alceſtè far outſhin'd, 870 1 
The grace and glory of the beauteous kind. | A 

The troops Methonè or Thaumachia yields, 5 | Th 
Olizon's rocks, or Melibcea's fields, 170 
With Philoctetes ſail'd, whoſe matchleſs art, Wir 
From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart. 57 * 
Seven were his ſhips ; each veſſel fifty row, 1 
Skill'd in his ſcience of the dart and bow. Fro 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, Wi 


A poiſonous Hydra gave the burning wound ; 
There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain, $80 
Whom Greece at length ſhall with, nor wiſh in vain, 
His forces Medon led from Lemnos' ſhore, 
Oileus' ſon, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 

Th' Oechalian race, in thoſe high towers contain d, 
Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign'd, 88 
Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears, 


Or where Ithomè, rough with rocks, appears; pre 
In thirty ſail the ſparkling waves divide, Wi 
Which Podalirius and Machaon guide. 0h 
To theſe his {kill their“ Parent- God imparts, doo: 
Divine profeſſors of the healing arts. (] 
Ihe bold Ormenian and Aſterian bands In 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands, Su 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in ſnow, . 
And where gd s filyer fountains flow. 1 W 
- Thy 
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Thy troops, Argiſſa, Polypœtes leads, 

and Eleon, ſhelter'd by Olympus' ſhades, 
Cynonè's warriours ; and where Orthe lies, 
and Oleoffon's chalky cliffs ariſe. 5 
Sprung from Pirithous of immortal race, 900 
The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, 
That day when, hurl'd from Pelion's cloudy head, 
To diſtant dens the ſhaggy Centaurs fled) 
With Poly pœtes join'd in equal ſway 
Leontes leads, and forty ſhips obey. - 90g 
In twenty ſail the bold Perrhæbians came © 
From Cyphus, Guneus was their leader's name. 
With theſe the Enians join'd, and thoſe who freeze 
Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees; _ 
Or where the pleaſing Titareſius glides, „„ 
And into Peneus rolls his eaſy tides; | 
Yet o'er the filver ſurface pure they. flow, 
The facred ftream unmix'd with ſtreams below, 


d, N Lecred and awful! From the dark abodes 1 
se pours them forth, the dreadful oath of Gods! 


Laſt under Prothous the Magneſians ſtood, 
IProthous the ſwift, of old Tentiredron's blood; 
Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny boughs, 
Obſcures the glade, and nods his ſhaggy brows ; 
Ur where through flowery Tempe Peneus ſtray d, 929 
The region ſtretch'd beneath his mighty made, 
In forty fable barks they ſtemm'd the main; 
duch were the chiefs, and ſuch the e eee 
day next, O Muſe ! of all Achaia breeds, 
Who braveſt fought, or rein'd the nobleſt ſeeds? 925 
You XLVIII. HH Eumelus 
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Eumeleus' mares were foremoſt in the chace, 
As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race: 

| Bred bete Pieria's fruitful fountains flow, 
And train'd by him who bears the ſilver bow. 
Fierce in the fight their noſtrils breath'd a flame, gy 
Their height, their colour, and their age the ſame; 
O'er "RY of death they whirl the rapid car, 

And break the ranks, and thunder through the war, 
Ajax in arms the firſt renown acquir'd, 

While ftern Achilles in his wrath retir'd 93; 


_ (His was the ftrength that mortal might exceeds, 
And his, th' unrivall'd race of heavenly ſteeds). ik 
Put Thetis' fon now ſhines in arms no more; Al 

His troops, neglected on the ſandy ſhore, Pu 

In empty air their ſportive javelins throw, 9 I 
Or whirl the diſk, or bend an idle bow: Th 

Unſtain'd with blood his cover'd chariots ſtand; p 
'Th' imortal courſers graze along the ſtrand; 4 
But the brave chiefs th intern liſe deplor 'd, C 
And wandering o'er the camp, requir'd their lord. 945 

Now, like a deluge,” covering all around, * 

Ihe ſhining armies ſwept along the ground: S 
Swift as a flood of fire, when ſtorms ariſe, _ \ 

Floats the wide field, and blazes to the ſkies. 
Earth groan'd beneath them; as when angry Jove 95. 
Hurls down the forky lightning from above, ' 
On Arime when he the thunder throws, . 
And fires Typhzus with redoubled blows, 4 
Where Typhon, preſt beneath the burning load, N 


SHY feels the fury of th avenging Ba. 1 
ut 
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but various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, | 

beds on the wings of winds through liquid air; 

4 Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs ſhe found, 

The old conſulting, and the youths around. 

Palites' ſhape, the W s ſon, ſhe choſe, — 960 

Who from Æſetes' tomb obſerv'd the foes, 

High on the mound; from whence i in proſpect lay 

The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 

In this diſſembled form, ſhe haſtes to bring 

Th' unwelcome meſſage to the Phrygian king: 965 

Ceaſe to conſult, the time for action calls, 

War, horrid war, approaches to your walls! 

Alembled armies oft have I beheld ; 

But ne'er till now ſuch numbers charg'd the field, 

Thick as autumnal leaves or driving ſand, 970 

The moving ſquadrons blacken all he ſtrand. 

Thou, godlike Hector! all thy force employ, 

Aemble all th' united bands of Troy ; 

In juſt array let every leader call 

The foreign troops; this day demands them all. 975 
The voice divine the mighty chief alarms; | 

The council breaks, the warriours ruth to arms. 

The gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 

Nations on nations fill the duſky plain. 

Men, ſteeds, and Chariots, ſhake the trembling ground ; 

The tumult thickens, and the ſkies reſound. 

amidſt the plain in fight of Ilion ſtands 

A ning mount, the work of human hands; 

This for Myrinne's tomb th' Immortals know, 

Though u call'd Bateia in the world below) 98; 

Haz HhBeneath 
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Beneath their chiefs in mart.al order here, 
'Th' auxiliar troops and Trojan hoſts appear. 
The godlike Hector, high above the reſt, 
Shakes his huge ſpear, and nods his plumy a 
In throngs around his native bands repair, 
And groves of lances glitter in the air. 
Divine Mneas brings the Dardan race, 
Anchiſes' ſon by Venus' ſton embrace, 
Born in the ſhades of Ida's ſecret grove, 
(A mortal mixing with the Queen of Love) ga: 
Archilochus and Acamas divide 
The warriour's toils, and combat by his fide. 
Who fair Zeleia's wealthy valleys till, 
Faſt by the foot of Ida's ſacred hill; 
Or drink, Aſepus, of thy ſable flood: bod 
Were led by Pandarus, of royal blood. 
To whom his art Apollo deign'd to ſhow, 
SGerac'd with the preſents of his ſhafts and bow. 
From rich Apæſus' and Adreſtia's towers, 
High Teree's ſummits, and Pityea's bowers; 100 
From theſe the congregated troops obey _ 
Young Amphius' and Adraſtus' equal ſway: 
Old Merops' ſons ; whom, {kill'd in fates to come, 
The fire forewam'd. and propheſy'd their doom: 
Fate urg'd them on! the fire forewarn'd in vain, 101 
They ruſh'd to war, and periſh'd on the plain. 
From PraQtius' ſtream, Percote's paſture lands, 
And Seftos and Abydos' neighbouring ftrands, 
From great Ariſba's walls and Selle's coaſt, 
Aſius Hyrtacides conducts his hoſt : „„ 
| 5 lig 
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high on his car he ſhakes the flowing reins, 
His fery courſers thunder o'er the plains. 

The fierce Pelaſgi next, in war renown'd, 

March from Lariſſa's ever-fertile ground: 
[n equal arms their brother leaders ſhine 1820 
Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine. 

Next Acamus and Pyrous lead their hoſts, 

In dread array, from Thracia's wintery coaſts; 

Round the bleak realms where Helleſpontus roars, 

and Boreas beats the hoarſe-reſounding ſhores. 1025 

With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, 
prung from Trazenian Ceus, lov'd by Jos 
Pyræchmus the Pœonian troops attend, 
kill d in the fight, their crooked bows to bend: 

From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 1030 
kus, that laves the diſtant Amydon; 

ius, that ſwells with all his neighbouring rills, 

And wide around the floating region fills. 

The Paphlagonians Pylœmenes rules, 7 
„nere rich Henetia breeds her ſavage mules, 103; 
here Erythinus' rifing clifts are ſeen, 

[ſy groves of box, Cytorus! ever green; 

ind where Zgyalus and Cromna lie, 

lud lofty Seſamus invades the ſky ; 

And where Parthenius, roll'd through banks of flowers, 
ellects her bordering palaces and . | 

Here march'd in arms the Halizonian band, 
hom Odius and Epiſtrophus command, 
om thoſe far regions where the ſun refines_ 8 
le ripening lilver er in Alybean mines, "048 
H 3 There 
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There mighty Chromis led the Myſian train, 
And augur Ennomus, inſpir'd in vain, 
For tern Achilles lopt his ſacred head, 
Roll'd down Scamander with the vulgar dead, 
- Phorcis and brave Aſcanius here unite 1c, 
The Aſcanian Phrygians, eager for the fight. 
Of thoſe who round Mzonia's realms reſide, 
Or whom the vales in ſhades of Tmolus hide, 
Meſtles and Antiphus the charge partake 
Born on the banks of Gyces' ſilent lake. 1ozz 
here, from the fields where wild Mæander flows, 
High Mycale, and Latmos' ſhady brows, 
And proud Miletes, came the Carian throngs, 
With mingled clamours, and with barbarous tongues, 
Amphimachos and Nauſtes guide the train, 1000 
Nauſtes the bold, Amphimachus the vain, 
Who, trick'd with gold, and glittering on his car, 
Rode like a woman to the field of war, 
Fool that he was! by fierce Achilles ſlain, 
The river ſwept him to the briny main: 106; 
There whelm'd with waves the gaudy warriour lies; 
The valiant victor ſeiz'd the golden Prize. 
Ihe forces laſt in fair array ſucceed, 
Which blameleſs Glaucus and Sarpedon lead; 
The warlike bands that diſtant Lycia 8 | ro70 
Where gulphy Xanthus foams along the fields, 


THE 


* H-x 
THIRD BOOK 


Le bhi 


070 


H 4 


— . ——— 


The 4 being ready to engage, a Gage combat is 


on the plain below, to whom Helen gives an account 
of the chief of them. The kings on either part tab 
the ſolemn oath for the conditions of the erde 
The duel enſues; wherein Paris being overcome, he 
is ſnatched away in a cloud by Venus, and tranſport. 
ed to his apartment. She then calls Helen from tlie 
walls, and brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, 


| of Helen, and the performance of the articles. 


out this book, The ſcene is ſometimes in the Fields d 
before Troy, and ſometimes in Troy itſelf, 
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The Duel of Menelaus _ Part, 


agreed upon between Menefaus and Faris (by the 
intervention of Hector) for the determination of the 
war. Iris is ſent to call Helena to behold the fight, 
She leads her to the walls of Troy, where Priam ſat 

with his counſellors, obſerving the Grecian de 


on the part of the Grecians, demands the reſtoration 


'The three and twentieth day ſtill continues through 
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HU 8 by their leader's care each martial band 
Moves into ranks, and ftretches o'er the land, 


lt, ith ſhouts the Trojans ruſhing from afar, 

bs roclaim'd their motions, and provok'd the war; 

unt when inclement winter vex the plain 5 
ke ich piercing froſts, or thick-deſcending rain, 

at. No warmer ſeas, the Cranes embody'd fly, 

2 ith noiſe, and order, through the mid-way ſky ; 

the 0 pigmy nations wounds and death they bring, | 
on, ad all the war deſcends upon the wing. 10 
on hir filent, breathing rage, reſolv'd and ſxill'd 

. mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 

% itt march the Greeks: the rapid duſt around 


arkening ariſes from the labour'd ground. _ 

bus from his flaggy wings when Notus ſheds 15 

\ night of vapours round the mountain-heads, 

wit gliding miſts the duſky fields invade, 

o thieves more grateful than the midnight ſhade ; 

chile ſcarce the ſwains their feeding flocks ſurvey, 

of and confus'd amidf the thicken'd day : 20 

0, wrapt in gathering duſt, the Grecian train, 

\moving cloud, ſwept on, and hid the plain. 
| Now 


Eager of fight, and only wait command; 

When, to the van, before the ſons of fame 
Whom Troy ſent forth, the beauteous Paris came, 
_ Flow'd o'erhis armour with an eaſy pride, 


Two pointed ſpears he ſhook with gallant grace, 
And dar'd the braveſt of the Grecian race. 


Him Menelaus, lov'd of Mars, eſpies, 

2 With k Deẽ art elate d, | and with joyful eyes: 

Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear; 
Preſt by bold youths and baying dogs in vain. 


Ihus fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 
In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 


As when ſome ſnepherd, from the ruſtling trees 
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Now front to front the hoſtile armies ſtand, 


In forma God! the panther's ſpeckled hide 
His bended bow acroſs his ſhoulders flung, 


His ſword befide him negligently hung, 


As thus, with glorious air and proud diſdain, 
He boldly ſtalk d, the foremoſt on the plain, 


So joys a lion, if the braaching deer, 


Eager he ſeizes and devours the ſtain, 


From his hie zh chariot.: him, ee e near, 
The beaiteous champion views with marks of fear; 
Smit with a conſcious ſenſe, retires behind, 

And ſhuns the tate he well deſerv'd to find. 


4) 


Shot fort'i to view, a ſcaly ſerpent ſees; 
Trembling and pale, he ftarts with wild affricht, | | 
And all . d precipitates his flight: Ml 


So from the king the ſhining warriour flies, IM 


And plung'd amid the thickeſt 'Trojars lies. 
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A; God- like Hector ſees the prince retreat, 
thus upbraids him with a generous heat: 
by Paris! but to women brave! v8 
fairly form 'd, and only to deceive! 
padſt thou died when firſt thou ſaw'{ the li ght, 
died at leaſt before thy nuptial rite! 
better fate than vainly thus to boaſt, 5 
up the ſcandal of the Trojan hot, _ 60 
is! how the ſcornful Greeks exult to ſee | 
in fears of danger undeceiv'd in thee! 
by figure promis'd with a martial air, 
ut il thy ſoul ſupplies a form ſo fair. | 
former days, in all thy gallant pride 65 ” 
hen thy tall ſhips triumphant ſtemm'd the tide, 
When Greece beheld thy painted canvaſs flow, 
Indcrowds ſtood wondering at the paſting ſnow ; 
ay, was it thus, with ſuch a bated mien, | 
You met th' approaches of the Spartan queen, 70 
Thus from her realm convey'd the beauteous prize, 
And * both her warlike lords outſhin'd in Helen's eyes? 
Luis deed, thy foes delight, thy own diſgrace, 
hy father's grief, and ruin of thy race; 
his deed recalls thee to the proffer'd fight; _ 444 
Or halt thou injur'd whom thou dar'ſt not right? 
soon to thy coſt the field would make thee know 
Thou keep'ſt the conſort of a braver foe. 
Tay graceful form inſtilling ſoft deſire, 
Thy curling treſſes, and thy filrer lyre, 80 
beauty and youth; in vain to theſe you truſt, 


When youth and beauty ſhall be laid in duſt: 


<-> 


3 


—> 


4 


60 


At 


Troy 


* 'Theſcus and Menelaus, 


Cruſu the dire author of his country's woe. 


The Greeks and Trojans ſeat on either hand; 
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Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow 


is ſilence here, with bluſhes, Paris breaks; 
Tis juſt, my brother, what your anger ſpeaks: 
But who like thee can boaſt a ſoul ſedate, 
So firmly proof to all the ſhocks of fate? 
Thy force like ſteel a temper'd hardneſs ſhows, | 
Still edg'd to wound, and ſtill untir'd with blogs, 
Like ſteel, uplifted by ſome ſtrenuous ſwain, 
Wich falling woods to ſtrow the waſted plain: 
hy gifts I praiſe; nor thou deſpiſe the charms 
With which a lover golden Venus arms; | 
| Soft moving ſpeech, and pleaſing outward ſhow, q 
No wiſh can gain them, but the Gods beſtow, 
Yet, would'ſ thou have the proffer d combat ſtand, 


Then let a mid-way ſpace our hoſts divide, 
And on that ſtage of war the cauſe be try'd: 0 
Py Paris there the Spartan king be fought, 
For beauteous Helen and the wealth ſhe brought: 
5 And who his rival can in arms ſubdue, 
is be the fair, and his the treaſure too. 
Thus with a laſting league your toils may ceaſe, 10 
And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; 
Thus may the Greeks review their native ſhore, 
Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for beauty more. 
le ſaid. The challenge Hector heard with joy, 
Then with his ſpear reſtrain'd the youth of Troy, 11 
Held by the midft, athwart; and near the foe 
 Advanc'd with ſteps majeſtically flow ; 
Wh 
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heir ſtones and arrows in a mingled ſhower. 
Then thus the monarch great Atrides cry'd; 
orbear, ye warriours! lay the darts aſide: 

\ parley Hector aſks, a meſſage bears, 

Fe know him by the various plume he wears. 


he tumult lence, and the fight ſuſpend. 
While from the centre Hector rolls his eyes 
hn either hoſt, and thus to both applies: 

fear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grecian bands! 
hat Paris, author of the war, demands.“ 


nd pitch your lances in the yielding plain. 
ere in the midſt, in either army's ſight, 

e dares the Spartan king to ſingle fight; 

nd wills, that Helen and the raviſh'd ſpoil 
bat caus'd the conteſt, ſhall reward the toil, 
t theſe the brave triumphant victor grace, 

d differing nations part in leagues of peace. 
He ſpoke : in Kill ſuſpenſe on either fide 
ch army ſtood : the Spartan chief reply'd : 
"F world engages in the tcils of fight. 

þ me the labour of the field reſi ign; 

Paris injur'd; all the war be mine. 

that he BY beneath his rival's arms; 

d lire the reſt, ſecure of future harms. 

o lambs, devoted by your country's rite, 
Earth a ſable, to the Sun a white, 


1d by his high command the Greeks attend, 


our ſhining ſwords within the ſheath reſtrain, 


Me too, ye warriours, hear, whoſe fatal right 


109 


While round his dauntleſs head the Grecians pour 
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Prepare, ye Trojans ! while a third we bring 
Select to Jove, th' inviolable king. 


Let reverend Priam in the truce engage, 


And add the ſanction of conſiderate age; 
His ſons are faithleſs, headlong in debate, 
And youth itſelf an empty wavering ſtate: 
Cool age advances venerably wiſe, | 
Turns on all hands its deep-diſcerning eyes; 


Sees what befel, and what may yet befall, 


Concludes from both, and beſt provides for all. 
The nations hear, with riſing hopes poſſeſt, 


And peaceful proſpects dawn in every breaſt, 
Within the lines they drew their ſteeds around, 
And from their chariots iſſued on the ground: 

Next all, unbuckling the rich mail they wore, 
Lay'd their bright arms along the ſable ſhore, 

On either ſide the meeting hoſts are ſeen, 
With lances fix'd, and cloſe the ſpace between. 
Two heralds now, diſpatch'd to Troy, invite 
The Phrygian monarch to the peaceful rite; 


Talthybius haftens to the feet, to bring 
The lamb for Jove, th' inviolable king. 

Meantime, to beauteous Helen, from the ſkies 
The various Goddeſs of the rain-bow flies 


| (Like fair Laodicè in form and face 
The lovelieſt nymph of Priam's royal race). 


Her in the palace, at her loom ſhe found; 
The golden web her own ſad Rory crown'd. 


The Trojan wars ſhe weav'd (herſelf the prize) 
And the dire wits ac of her fatal eyes. 
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\ whom the Goddeſs of the painted bow; 
pproach and view the wondrous ſcenes below ! 
ch hardy Greek, and valiant Trojan knight, 
\ dreadful late, and furious for the fight, 
(ow reſt their ſpears, or lean upon their ſhields ; 
eas'd is the war, and ſilent all the fields. 
iris alone and Sparta's king advance, 
angle fight to toſs the beamy lance ; 
ach met in arms, the fate of combat tries, 
ky lo ove the motive, and thy charms the prize. 
This ſaid, the many-colour'd maid inſpires 


uo 


150 


er country, parents, all that once were dear, 

| uh to her thoughts, and force a tender tear. 
Der her fair face a ſnowy veil ſhe threw, 
Ind, ſoftly fighing, from the loom withdrew : 
er handmaids Clymene and Athra wait 

ler filent footſteps to the Scæan gate. 

| There fat the ſeniors of the Trojan race. 

d Priam's chiefs, and moſt in Priam's grace) 
te king the firſt; Thymætes at his ſide; 
ampus and Clyttus, long in council try d; 
anthus, and Hicetäon, once the ſtrong ; 

ind next, the wiſeſt of the reverend throng, 
ntenor grave, and ſage Ucalegon, 

ean'd on the walls, and baſk'd before the ſun, 
mefs, who no more in bloody fights engage, 

ut wiſe through time, and narrative with age, 

b lummer-days like graſhoppers rejoice, _ 

\ bloodleſs race, that ſend a feeble voice, 


160 


170 


To 


er huſband's love, and wakes her former fires ; 


117 


175 


180 


190 


200 


Theſe, 


Voet hence, oh Heaven! convey that fatal face, 


See on the plain thy Grecian ſpouſe appears, 
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Theſe, when the Spartan queen approach'd the tower ret 


In ſecret own'd reſiſtleſs beauty's power: Chal] 
They cried, No wonder ſuch celeſtial charms 2 ne! 
For nine long years have ſet the world in arms; Crea 
What winning graces! what majeſtic mien! _ 
She moves a Goddeſs, and ſhe looks a Queen! And 


And from deſtruction fave the Trojan race. 22 
The good old Priam welcom'd her, and cried, 
Approach, my child, and grace thy father's fide. 
How 
Via 
Ta P. 
In an 
Wie: 
And 
Arai 
And 
But | 


The friends and kindred of thy former years. 
No crime of thine our preſent ſufferings draws, 29 
Not thou, but Heaven's diſpoſing will, the cauſe; 

The Gods theſe armies and this force employ, - 
The hoſtile Gods confpire the fate of Troy. 

But lift thy eyes, and ſay, what Greek is he 

(Far as from hence theſe aged orbs can ſee) 22 

Around whoſe brow ſuch martial graces ſhine, 

So tall, ſo awful, and almoſt divine! 

Though ſome of larger ſtature tread the green, 
None match his 8 and exalted mien: | 

| He ſeems a monarch, and his country's pride, 22 

Thus ceas'd the king; and thus the fair replied: 

Before thy preſence, father, I appear 

With conſcious ſhame and reverential fear, 

Ah! had I died, ere to theſe walls I fled, 

| Falſe to my country and my nuptial bed; 23 

My brothers, friends, and daughter left behind, 

Falſe to them all, to Paris only kind? 
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For this I mourn, till grief or dire diſeaſe 
Gall waſte the form, whoſe crime it was to pleaſe. 
The king of kings, Atrides, you ſurvey, 235 
Creat in the war, and great in arts of ſway : 

My brother once, before my days of ſhame; 
1nd oh! that {till he bore a brother's name! 
With wonder Priam view'd the god-like man, 
Fxtoll'd the happy prince, and thus began: 240 
0 left Atrides! born to proſperous fate, | 
Gcceſsful monarch of a mighty ſtate! 
How vat thy empire! Of yon matchleſs train 
What nambers loſt, what numbers yet remain ? 
iPhrygia once were gallant armies known, 21 
ancient time, when Otreus fill'd the throne, 
When god-like Mygdon led their troops of horſe, 
And I, to join them, rais'd the Trojan force: 
loainſt the manlike Amazons we ſtood, > 
ind Sangar's ſtream ran purple with their blood. 250 
But far inferior thoſe, in martial grace - 
nd ſtrength of numbers, to this Grecian race. 

This ſaid, once more he view'd the warriour-train : 
Viat's he whoſe arms lie ſcatter'd on the plain; 
Broad is his breaſt, his ſhoulders larger ſpread, 255 

hough great Atrides overtops his head. 50 
or yet appear his care and conduct ſmall; 

From rank to rank he moves, and orders all. 
[te ſtately ram thus meaſures o'er the ground, 
nd, maſter of the flock, ſurveys them round. 260 
Then Helen thus : Whom your diſcerning eyes _ 
we ſingled out, is Ithacus the wiſe: AS 
You, XLVIII. a | 7 A bar- 


ver 


21 


21 


220 


22 
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A barren ifland boaſts his glorious birth: 
His fame for wiſdom fills the ſpacious earth, 
Antenor took the word, and thus began: 

Myſelf, O king! have ſeen that wond'rous man: 
When, truſting Jove and hoſpitable laws, 

To Troy he came, to plead the Grecian cauſe; 
(Great Menelaus urg'd the ſame requeſt) | 
My houſe was honour'd with each royal gueſt: 275 
I knew their perſons, and admir'd their parts, 

Both brave in arms, and both approv'd in arts. 
Erect, the Spartan moſt engag'd our view; 

Ulyſies ſeated greater reverence drew. 

When Atreus' ſon harangu'd the liſtening train, 2756 
Juſt was his ſenſe, and bis expreſſion . £ 
His words ſuccinct, yet full, without a fault; 
He ſpoke no more than juſt the thing he ought, 
But when Ulyſſes roſe, in thought profound, 
His modeſt eyes he fixt upon the ground, 5 2% 


drax | 
im 


Amid 
Jreat 
With 
be 
All y 
et & 
ho 
aſt 

One 


As one unſkill'd or dumb, he ſeem'd to ſtand, bh 
Nor rais'd his head, nor ſtretch'd his ſcepter'd hand; | bx 
But, when he ſpeaks, what elocution flows! A 
Soft as the fleeces of deſcending ſnows, G1, 
The copious accents fall with ea art; = 
Melting they fall, and fink into the "SITY ” 
Wondering we hear, and fix'd in deep ſurprire; Id 
Our ears refute the cenſure of our eyes. Wk 
Tphhe king then al{k'd {as yet the camp he view'd) Ar 
What chief is that, with giant ſtrength endued ; 202M 71; 
Whoſe brawny ſhoulders, and whoſe ſwelling cnc: To 
And lofty i ſtature, far Exceed the ret ? Pa 


A 


© * 
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Nax the great (the beauteous queen replied) | 

2 a hoſt: the Grecian ſtrength and pride. 
bold Idomeneus ſuperior towers 

cr yon circle of his Cretan powers, 295 

ext as a God! I ſaw him once before, 8 

ſrich Menelaus, on the Spartan ſhore. 

tereſt I know, and could in order name 

gl valiant chiefs, and men of mighty fame. 300 

et two are wanting of the numerous train, | 

hom long my eyes have ſought, but ſought 1 in vain; 

ſtor _- Pollux, firſt in martial force, 

One bold on foot, and one renown'd for horſe. 

My brothers theſe ; ; the ſame our native ſhore, 308 

One houſe contain: 'd us, as one mother bore. 5 

perhaps the chiefs, from warlike toils at eaſe, 

For _ Troy refus'd to ſail the ſeas : 

| Pernaps their ſwords ſome nobler quarrel draw . | 

ee 10 to combat in their ſiſter's cauſe. 470 

80 ſpoke the fair, nor knew her brothers doom, 


255 


279 


275 


d; by rapt in the cold embraces of the tomb); 
Acorn'd with honours in their native ſhore, 
dtient they llept, and heard of wars no more. 
205 Meantime the heralds, through the crowded tow * 
bring the rich wine and deſtin' 4 victims down. ; 
dus arms the golden goblets preſt, . 
Who thus the venerable king addreft : 
ariſe O father of the I rojan fate ! : . 
a de nations call, thy joy ful people wait, 320 
2 Lo ſeal the truce, and end the dire debate. 
* Pars thy ſon, and Sparta's king advance, 
14 


la meaſur'd liſts to tols the weighty lance 
| 1 2 | 8 And 


116 POPE'S HOMER. 


And who his rival ſhall in arms ſubdue | Hear, 
His be the dame, and his the treaſure too. zj rat 
Thus with a laſting league our toils may ceaſe, The 
And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; And! 
So ſhall the Greeks review their native ſhore, _ If by 
Much fam'd for generous ſteeds, for beauty more. Be hi: 
With grief he heard, and bade the chiefs prepare Th' 2 
To join his milk-white courſers to the car: Fe And 


He mounts the ſeat, Antenor at his ſide; 

The gentle ſteeds through Scza's gates hey guide: 
Next from the car deſcending on the plain, 
Amid the Grecian hoſt and Trojan train 33; 
Slow they proceed: the {age Ulyſſes then 
 Aroſe, and with him roſe the king of men. 

On either ſide a ſacred herald ſtands, 
The wine they mix, and on each monarch's hands 
Pour the full urn; then draws the Grecian lord 
His cutlace ſheath'd beſide his ponderous ſword; 


From the fign'd victims crops the curling hair, nd 
The heralds part it, and the princes ſhare; Whec 
Then loudly thus before th' attentive bands May 
He calls the Gods, and ſpreads his lifted hands: 44; WW nc 

O firſt and greateſt power! whom all obey, Th 
Who high on Ida's holy mountain ſway, Nb 
Eternal Jove! and you bright orb that roll 1 
From eaſt to weſt, and view from pole to pole! Mn 
Thou mother Earth! and all ye living Floods! 350 ee 
Infernal Furies and Tartarian Gods, | but 

| Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 1. 
For perjur d lings, and all who falſely ſwear! No 


Hear, 
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Hear, and be witneſs. If, by Paris lain, 
Great Menelaus preſs the fatal plain; 
The dame and treaſures let the Trojan keep, 
And Greece returning plow the watery deep. 
If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed; 
ge his the wealth and beauteous dame deemed : 
Th' appointed fine let Ilion juſtly pay, 360 
And every age record the ſignal day. 
Thus if the Phrygians ſhall refuſe to yield, 
\rms muſt revenge, and Mars decide the field. 

With that the chief the tender victims flew, 


325 


335 
he vital ſpirit iſſued at the wound, 

And left the members quivering on the ground, 
From the ſame urn they drink the mingled wine, 


nd add libations to the powers "EB 


Hear, mighty Jove! and hear, ye Gods on high! 
\nd may their blood, who firſt the league confound; 
Shed like this wine, diſtain the thirſty ground; 
May all their conſorts ſerve promiſcuous luſt, | 
And all their race be ſcatter'd as the duſt! 375 
Thus either hoſt their i imprecations join d. 
Iich Jove refus'd, and mingled with the wind. g 

The rites now finiſh'd, reverend Priam roſe, 
And thus expreſs'd a heart o'ercharg'd with woes: 


343 


350 
but ſpare the weakneſs of my feeble age: 
n yender walls that object let me ſhun, 
Nor view the danger of ſo deara ſon, 

ar, | 


Ind in the duft their bleeding bodies threw. 365 


chile thus their prayers united mount the ly; 370 


Ve Greeks and Trojans, let the chiefs engage, 380 
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178 POPE'S HOMER. 
5 Whoſe arms wall conquer, and what prince hal fan, 


Heaven only knows, for Heaven diſpoſes all. # 
This ſaid, the hoary king no longer ſtay'd, Hi 
But on his car the laughter d viii laid; Th 
Then ſeiz'd the reins his gentle ſteeds to guide, Hi 
_ drove to Troy, Antenor at his fide, An 
Bold Hector and Ulyſſes now diſpoſe 3% wi 
T he lifts of combat, and the ground incloſe: Th 
Next to decide by ſacred lots prepare, 
Who firſt ſhall launch his pointed ſpear in air. Wi; 
Ide people pray with elevated hands, Aj 
And words like theſe are heard through all the bands, All 
Immortal Jove, high heaven's ſuperiour lord, Th 
On lofty Ida's boly mount ador'd ! Fol 
Whoe'er involv'd us in this dire debate, No 
Oh give that author of the war to fate 7; 
And ſhades eternal! let diviſion ceaſe, mm or 
And joyful nations joih in leagues of peace. 3 
Wich eyes averted, Hector haſtes to turn 0 
Ihe lots of fight, and ſhakes the brazen urn. An 
Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth; by fatal chance Dei 
DOndain'd the firſt to whirl the pcs lance, WT 3 
Both armies ſat the combat to ſurvey, Let 
Beſide each chief his azure armour lay, An, 
And round the lifts the generous courſers neigh. Fe 
The beauteous warriour now arrays for fight, Th 
In gilded arms magnificently bright: A 
Abe purple cuiſhes claſp his thighs around, An. 
With flowers adarn'd, with filver buckles bound: Th 
Lycaon's corſelet his fair body dreſt, 


Brac'd in, and fitted to his ſofter breaſt: 
| | An 
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Aradiant baldric, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, | 415 
gultain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his fide: 

His youthful face a poltih'd helm o'crſpread ; 

The waving horſe-hair nodded on his head; 

His figur'd ſhield, a ſhining orb, he takes, 


With equal ſpeed, and fir'd by equal charms, 
The Spartan hero ſheaths his limbs in arms. 
Now round the liſts the admiring armies ſtand, 

With javelins fix'd, the Greek and Trojan band. 

Amidſt the dreadful vale, the chiefs adv ance 425 
All pale with rage, and ſhake the threatening lance. 
The Trojan firſt his ſhining javelin tarew 

| Fall on Atrides' ringing ſhield 3 it flew; 

Nor 20h 'd the brazen orb, but with a bound 


ne 


Atrides then his maſſy lance prepares, 

In act to throw, but firſt prefers his prayers: 
Gire me, great Jove! to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 

And lay the Trojan gaſping in the duſt :- 


— 
CI 


Avenge the breach of hoſpitable laws, 
Let this example future times reclaim, 


Ee tad, and pois'd in air the javelin ſent, 
4 His corflder pierces, and his garment rends. 
And, glancing downward, near his flank. deſcends. 
* wary Trojan, bending from the . 
:u.cs the death, and afoot] his foe: +, 


14 


. 


But 


And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhakes, | 420 


Teap'd from the buckler, blunted on the ground. 430 


Deſtroy th' aggrelſor, aid my righteous cauſe, . 435 


And guard from wrong fair friendſhip's 0 name. ; 


Through Paris? ſhield the forceful weapon went, 440 


3 bi 
"BY 


Ihen had his ruin crown'd Atrides' joy, 
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But fierce Atrides wav'd his ſword, and ftrook , 0 
Full on his caſque; the creſted helmet ſhook; 

The brittle ſteel, unfaithful to his hand, 

Broke ſhort: the fragments glitter'd on the ſand, 
Ihe raging warriour to the ſpacious ſkies 
Rais'd his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes: 400 
Then is it vain in Jove himſelf to truit? | 
And is it thus the Gods aſſiſt the juſt ? 

When crimes provoke us, Heaven ſucceſs denies; 
The dart falls harmleſs, and the faulchion flies. 
Furious he ſaid, and tow'rd the Grecian crew 45 
(Seiz'd by the creſt) th' unhappy warriour drew; 
Struggling he follow'd, while th' embroider'd FRO 
phat ty'd his helmet, dragg'd the chief along. 


But Venus trembled for the prince of Troy: 460 
Unſeen ſhe came, and burſt the golden band; 
And left an empty helmet in his hand. 5 
The caſque, enrag'd, amidſt the Greeks he threw; 
The Greeks with {miles the poliſn'd trophy view. 
Ihen, as once more he lifts the deadly dart, 46; 
In thirſt of vengeance, at his rival's heart, 
The Queen of Love her favour'd champion ſhrouds | 
(For Gods can all things) in a veil of clouds. 
Rais' d from the field the panting prog ſhe led, 
And gently laid him on the bridal bed, — 
With pleaſing ſweets his fainting ſenſe renews, 
And all the dome perfumes with heavenly dews. 
Meantime the brighteſt of the female kind, 
The matchleſs Helen, o'er the walls reclin'd ; 
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70 her, beſet with es beauties, came 475 
\ horrow'd form * the laughter- loving dame, 
che ſeem'd an ancient maid, well-\ill'd to cull 
The ſnowy fleece, and wind the twiſted wool.) 
The Goddeſs ſoftly ſhook her ſilken veſt, 
bat ſhed petfumes, and whiſpering thus addreſt: 480 
Haſte, happy nymph: for thee thy Paris calls, 
bf from the fight, in yonder lofty walls. 
dir as a God! with odours round him ſpread 
e lies, and waits thee on the well-known bed: 
'ot like a warriour parted from the foe, 
ut ſome gay dancer in the public ſhow, 
She ſpoke, and Helen's ſecret ſoul was mov'd; 
dhe ſcorn'd the champion, but the man ſhe lov'd. 
air Venus' neck, her eyes that ſparkled fire, 
And breaſt, reveal'd the Queen of ſoft deſire. 490 
Struck with her preſence, ſtraight the lively red 
orſook her cheek ; and, trembling, thus ſhe ſaid : 
hen is it till thy pleaſure to deceive ? 
And woman's frailty always to believe? 
day, to new nations mult I croſs the main, , 495 
Ur carry wars to ſome ſoft Aſian plain? 
For whom muſt Helen break her ſecond vow ? ? 
chat other Paris is thy darling now ? 
Left to Atrides (victor in the ſtrife) 
in odious conqueſt, and a captive wife, 500. 
Hence let me ſail: and if thy Paris bear 
My abſence ill, let Venus eaſe his care. 
\ hand-maid Goddeſs at his fide to wait, 
Nenounce the glories of thy heavenly ſtate, 


430 


83) 


100 


fi 5 
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Be fix'd for ever to the Trojan ſhore, ; 10 
His ſpouſe, or ſlave; and mount the ſkies no more, 5 
For me, to lawleſs oy e no longer led, 
I ſcorn the coward, and deteſt his bed; ; 
Elfe ſhould I merit everlaſting ſhame, 
And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame: 
III ſuits it now the joys of love to know, 
Too deep my anguiſh, and too wild my woe, 
Then, thus incens'd, the Paphian queen replies; 
Obey the power from whom thy glories riſe: 
hould Venus leave thee, every charm muſty, 1; 
Fade from thy cheek, and languiſh 1 in thy ey e. 
Ceaſe to provoke me, left T make thee more 
The world's averſion, than their love before; 
No the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the ſad victim of the public rage. | 
At this, the faireſt of her ſex obey d, 
And veil'd her bluſhes'ia a filken ſhade; 
Unſeen, and ſilent, from the train he moves, 
Led by the Goddeſs of the Smiles and Loves. 
Arxrriv'd, and enter'd at the palace-gate, 
The maids oficious round their miſtreſs wait; 
Then all, diſperſing, various taſks attend; 
IT he queen and Goddeſs to the prince aſcend. 
Full in her Paris' fight, the Queen of Love 
Had plac'd the beauteous progeny of Jove ; 
Where as he view'd her charms, ſhe turn'd away 
_ Her glowing eyes, and thus began to ſay : 
Is this the chief, who, loſt to ſenſe of ſhame, 
Late fled the field, and yet ſurvives his fame! 


of 
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| 5 Du hadſt thou dy'd beneath the righteous ſword 

K X 

ne boaſter Paris oft deſir'd the day 

ich Sparta's king to meet in ſingle fray: 

0 now, once more thy rival's rage excite, 

proroke Atrides, and renew the fight: 

Vet Helen bids thee ſtay, leſt thou unſkill'd 
C0u1d'ft fall an eaſy conqueſt on the field. 

he prince replies: Ah ceaſe, divinely fair, 

Nor add reproaches to the wounds I bear; 

This day the foe prevail'd by Pallas“ power; 

We yet may vanquiſh in a happier hour: 

There want not Gods to favour us above; 

But let the buſineſs of our life be love: 

Theſe foſter moments let delight employ, 

And kind embraces ſnatch the haſty joy. 

Not thus I lov'd thee, when from Sparta's ſhore, 

My forc'd, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 

When firſt entranc'd in Cranaò's iſle J lay, 

Miz'd with thy ſoul, and all diſſolv'd away! 

Thus having ſpoke, th' enamour'd Ph rygian boy 

Ruſh'd to the bed, 1mpatient for the joy. 


J 


Jl) 


And claſp'd the blooming hero in her arms. 


(30 3 ie ftern Atrides rages round the field: 


do ſome fell lion, whom the woods. obey, 


Roars through the deſart, and demands his prey. 


Paris he ſeeks, impatient to deſtroy, 
But ſeeks in vain along tae troops of Troy; 


that brave man whom once I call'd my lord! 


Him Helen follow'd flow with baſhful charms, : 


While theſe to love's delicious rapture yield, 
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134 POPE'S HOMER. 
Ev'n thoſe had yielded to a foe ſo brave = 
The recreant warriour, hateful as the grave. 
Then ſpeaking thus, the king of kings aroſe! 

Ve Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes ! 
Hear, and atteſt! from heaven with conqueſt crown 
Our brother's arms the juſt ſucceſs have found: 3 
Be therefore now the Spartan wealth reſtor'd, 
Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord; 

Th' appointed fine let Ilion juſtly pay, 

And age to age record this ſignal day. 
ie ceas'd; his army's loud applauſes riſe, 5; 
And the long ſhout runs echoing through the ſkies, 


nd, 
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The Breach of the Truce, and the firſt Battle 


— THE Gods deliberate in council concerning the Tr. 
jan war: they agree upon the continuation of it, ani 
Jupiter ſends down Minerva to break the truce. Sk 
perſwades Pandarus to aim an arrow at Menelau, 
who is wounded, but cured by Machaon. In th 
mean time ſome of the Trojan troops attack the] 
Greeks. Agamemnon is diſtinguiſhed in all th 
parts of a good. general; he reviews the troops, and 
exhorts the leaders, ſome by praiſes, and others hy 
reproofs. Neſtor is particularly celebrated for lM ** 
military diſcipline: The battle joins, and orat 
numbers are ſlain on both ſides. | 
The ſame day continues through this, as througl 

the laſt book (as it does alſo through the two follow: 
ing, and almoſt to the end of the ſeventh book}, 
The ſcene is wholly in the field before Troy. Ihe 


BOOK I. 


N D now Olympus? Mig gates unfold; 


The Gods, with Jove, allume their thrones of 
gold: 


mmortal Hebe, freſh with bloom divine, 

he golden goblet crowns with purple wine: 

chile the full bowls flow round, the powers employ 5 
heir careful eyes on long- contended Troy. 

When Jove, diſpos'd to tempt Saturnia's ſpleen, 
bus wak'd the fury of his partial queen: 

wo powers divine the ſon of Atreus aid, 

mperial Juno, and the Martial Maid; 

Wot hi] in heaven they fit, and gaze from far, 

e tame ſpectators of his deeds of war. 

ot thus fair Venus helps her favour'd knight, 

The Queen of Pleaſures ſhares the toils of fight, 


e, 


1 
and 
be 
aus 

the 
the] 

tle 
2nd 
$ bf 
Wil 


real 


es in the moment of the laſt deſpair. 

er act has reſcued Paris forfeit life, 

Though great Atrides gain'd the glorious ftrife, 
hen ſay, ye Powers! "what hong iſſue waits 


bell Heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms ſpare,” 
Ur rouze ihe Furies, and 3 aw Vake the war? 


10 


ach danger wards, and, conſtant in her care, 15 


crown this deed, and Eniſh all the Fates 20 | 
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ut Jove himſelf the faithleſs race defends: 
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Yet, would the Gods for human good provide, 
Atrides ſoon might gain his beautcous bride, 

Still Priam's walls in peaceful honours grow, ,, 
And through his gates the crowding nations flow, © 
Thus while he ſpoke, the Queen of Heaven enra: o, 


And Queen of War in cloſe conſult engag'd: lv; 
Apart they ſit, their deep deſigns employ, Het 
And meditate the future woes of Troy. 1 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, | a 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath ſuppreſt; 2 
But Juno, impotent of paſſion, broke *% 
Her ſullen filence, and with fury ſpoke : Ko 
Shall then, O tyrant of th' æthereal reion rn 
: My ſchemes, my labours, and my hopes, be vain? 0 
Have I, for this, ſhook Ilion with alarms, Mick 
Aſſembled nations, ſet two worlds in arms? * 
To ſpread the war, 1 flew from ſhore to more; o mi 


Th' immortal courſers. ſcarce the labour bore, þ 
At length ripe vengeance o'er their heads impends, 


Loth as thou art to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 
Not all the Gods are partial and — 

The Sire whoſe thunder ſhakes the cloudy {ies 4; 
siche from his inmoſt ſoul, and thus replies: 
Oh laſting rancour! on inſatiate hate 
To Phiyale' s monarch, and the Phrygian tate! 
What high offence has fir'd the wife of Jove, 
Can wretched mortals harm the powers above? 9 
＋ hat Troy and Troy's whole race thou would | con 
found. 


And yon fair ſtructures level with the ground! ? a V0 
Halle, 


* ILTIAD, BOOE V. 125 
te, leare the ſkies, fulfil thy ſtern deſire, 

Kt all her gates, and wrap her walls in fire! 

t Priam bleed! If yet thou thirſt for more, 5 
ed all his ſons, and Ilion float with gore, . 
b boundleſs vengeance the wide realm be given, 

ill vaſt deſtruction glut the Queen of Heaven! 

let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, Ou 
en Heaven no longer hears the name of Troy: 60 
it ſhould this arm prepare to wreak our hate 5 
n thy lov'd realms, whoſe guilt demands their fate, 
eſume not thou the lifted bolt to ſtay ; 5 

member Troy, and give the vengeance way. | 

dr know, of all the numerous towns that riſe 65 
neath the rolling ſun and ſtarry ſkies, | e 
hich Gods have rais'd, or earth- born men enjoy „ 
one ſtands ſo dear to Jove as ſacred Troy, 

0 mortals merit more diſtinguiſh'd grace 

an God-like Priam, or than Priam's race, 70 
ill to our name their hecatombs expire, 
nd altars blaze with unextinguiſh'd fire. 
At this the Goddeſs roll'd her radiant eyes, 
en on the Thunderer fix'd them, and replies: 
bree towns are Juno's on the Grecian plains, 
ve dear than all th' extended earth contains, 
Teac, Argos, and the Spartan wall; 
ele thou may'ſt raze, nor I forbid their fall: 
6 not in me the vengeance to remove; Cn 
he crime's ſufficient, that they ſhare my love. 80 
[power ſuperiour why ſhould I complain? 

cent I may, but mutt reſent 1 In vain, 3 
Vol, XLVIII. R . 
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Yet ſome diſtinction Juno might require, 
Sprung with thyſelf from one celeſtial fire, 

A Goddeſs born to ſhare the realms above, 10 

And ſtyl'd the conſort of the thundering Jove; 5 

Nor thou a wife and ſiſter's right deny; 

Let both conſent, and both by turns comply; 

So ſhall the Gods our joint decrees obey, 

And Heaven ſhall act as we direct the way. 

See ready Pallas waits thy high commands, 

Io raiſe in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands; 

"Their ſudden friendſhip by her arts may ceaſe, 

And the proud Trojans firſt infringe the peace. 

The Sire of men and Monarch of the ſky, 9 

Th' advice approv'd, and bade Minerva „ 

Diſſolve the league, and all her arts employ 

To make the breach the faith leſs act of Troy. 

Fir'd with the charge, ſhe headlong urg d her light, 
And ſhot like lightning from Olympus' height, 1 
As the red comet, from Saturnius ſent 

To fright the nations with a dire portent 
(A fatal ſign to armies on the plain, 

Or trembling ſailors on the wintery main) 
With ſweeping glories glides along in air, Io 
And ſhakes the ſparkles from its blazing hair: 
| Petween both armies thus, in open fight, 

© Shot the bright Goddeſs in a trail of light. 
With eyes erect the gazing hoſts admire 

'The power deſcending, and the heavens on fire! 10 
The Gods (they cried) the Gods this ſignal ſent, 
And tate now ' lavours with ſome vaſt event: 


Joe 


IL 1a D, Boot IV; . 
e ſeals the league, or bloodier ſcenes prepares; 

we, the great arbiter of peace and wars! 

They ſaid, while Pallas through the Trojan chrong 

n ſhape a mortal) paſs d diſguis d along. 

re bold Laodocus, her courſe ſhe bent, - 

ho from Antenor trac'd his high deſcent. 

nid the ranks Lycaön's ſon ſhe found, : 

he warlike Pandarus, for ſtrength renown'd ; 129 
hoſe ſquadrons, led from black AMfſopus' flood, 
ith laming ſhields in martial circle ſtood. 

Jo him the Goddeſs: Phrygian ! can'ſt thou hens 
well-tim'd counſel with a willing ear? 

lat praiſe were thine, could'ſt thou direct thy dart, 
midſt his triumph, to the Spartan's heart! 

ſbat gifts from Troy, from Paris would'ſt thou gain, 
y country's foe, the Grecian glory flain! 

hen ſeize th occaſion, dare the mighty deed, 


+ 


ut firſt, to ſpeed the ſhaft, addreſs thy vow 

o Lycian Phœbus with the filver bow, 

nd {wear the firſtlings of thy flock to pay 

n Zelia's altars, to the God of Day. 

He heard, and madly, at the motion pleas' qd. 135 
1spoliſh'd bow with haſty raſhneſs ſeiz'd. _ 
was form'd of horn, and ſmooth'd with artful toil, 
mountain goat refien'd the ſhining ſpoil, 

topiere's long ſince beneath his arrows bled : ? | 


10 


110 
nd fixteen palms his brow's large honours ſpread : 
e workman join'd, and thap'd the bended horns, 


nd beat en gold each taper point adorns. | | 
| K 2 | | Til:1s, 


im at his breat, and may that aim ſucceed! 1 30 


le ſtately quarry on the cliffs lay dead, 140 ( 
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Ihis, by the Greeks unſeen, the warriour bends, 
Screen' d by the ſhields of his ſurrounding friends. 10 
There meditates the mark; and, couching low, 
Fits the ſharp arrow to the well-ſtrung bow. 
One from a hundred feather'd deaths he choſe, 
| Fated to wound, and cauſe of future woes, 


he { 
Ihen offers vows with hecatombs to crow nn 1e 
Apollo's altars in his native town. The f 


Now with full force the yielding how he bends 
| Prawn to an arch, and joins the doubling ends; 
_ Cloſe to his breaſt he ſtrains the nerve below, 
Till the barb'd point approach the circling bow; 1; 
Th' impatient weapon whizzes on the wing: 
Sounds the tough horn, and twangs the quivering ſtring Mite ſ 
But thee, Atrides! in that dangerous hour 
The Gods forget not, nor thy guardian power, 
Pallas affiſts, and (weaken'd in its force) 1 
| Diverts the weapon from its deftin'd courſe: 
So from her babe, when ſlumber ſeals his eye, 
The watchful mother wafts th envenom'd fly. 
Juſt where his belt with golden buckles join'd, 
Where linen folds the double corſlet lin'd, 16 
She turn'd the ſhaft, which hiſſing from above, 
Paſs d the broad belt, and through the corſlet drove: 
The folds it pierc'd, . the plainted linen tore, 
And raz'd the ſkin, and drew the purple gore. 
As when ſome ſtately trappings are decreed 1 
Jo grace a monarch on his bounding feed, 
A nymph in Caria or Mæonia bred, 
_ Stains the pure ivory with a lively red: 


Then, 


Vs 
2 
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rich equal luſtre various colours vie, 55 
be ſhining whiteneſs, and the Tyrian dye: 175 
50, great Atrides! ſhow'd thy ſacred blood, 

down thy ſnowy thigh diſtill'd the ſtreaming flood. 
Vith horror ſeiz d, the king of men deſcried 

be ſhaſt infix'd, and ſaw the guſhing tide: 

or leſs the Spartan fear'd, before he found 
ſhe ſhining barb appear'd above the wound. 
Then, with a ſigh, that heav'd his manly breaſt, 
The royal brother thus his grief expreſt, 

nd graſp'd his hands; while all the Greeks around 


133 


[17 


I 80 


Oh dear as life! did I for this agree 

The ſolemn true, a fatal truce to thee! 

ert thou expos'd to all the hoſtile train, 

o fight for Greece, and conquer to be ſlain? 

be race of "Trojans in thy ruin Join, 3 

Ind faith is ſcorn'd by all the perjur'd line. 

ot thus our vows, confirm'd with wine and gore, 
tole hands we plighted, and thoſe oaths we ſwore, 
hall all be vain : when Heaven's revenge is ſlow, 

ore but prepares to ſtrike the fiercer blow. 5 
The day ſhall come, that great avenging day, 
ich Troy's proud glories in the duſt ſhall lay. 

hen Priam's powers and Priam's ſelf ſhall fall, 

nd one prodigious ruin ſwallow all. 


190 


ae his red arm, and bid the thunder roll; ; 
ſe th' Eternal all his fury ſhed, 


id ſhake his Ægis o'er their guilty head, 
= - 


Vith anſwering ſighs return'd the plaintive ſound : 1 87 : 


lee the God, already, from the —4 1 i. 200 


NR., 


8 (And ſpurns the duſt where Menelaüs lies) 
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Such mighty woes on perjur'd princes wait; 

But thou, alas! deſerv'ſt a happier fate. 10 
Still muſt T mourn the period of thy days, 

And only mourn, without my ſhare of praiſe? 
Depriv'd of thee, the heartleſs Grecks no more 
Shall dream of conqueſts on the hoſtile ſhore; 
Troy ſeiz'd of Helen, and our glory loſt, 4, 
Thy bones ſhall moulder on a foreign coaſt; 
While ſome proud Trojan thus inſulting cries, 


duch are the trophies Greece from lion brings, 
And ſuch the conqueſts of her Ang of Kings! 21; 
Lo his proud veſſels ſcatter d o'er the main, 
« And unreveng'd his mighty brother ſlain.” 
Oh! ere that dire diſgrace ſhall blaſt my fame, 
O'erwhelm me, earth! and hide a monarch's ſhame, 
He ſaid: a leader's and a brother's fears 2 
Poſſeſs his ſoul, which thus the Spartan chears: 
Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate; 
The feeble dart is guiltleſs of my fate: 
Stiff with the rich embroider'd work around, 
My varied belt repell'd the flying wound. 225 
To whom the King: My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may Heaven thy life defend! : 
Now ſeek ſome ſkilful hand, whoſe powerful art 
May ſtaunch th' effuſion, and extract the dart. 
Herald, be ſwift, and bid Machäon bring 2p 
His ſpeedy ſuccour to the Spartan king; 
Pierc'd with a winged ſhaft, (the deed of Troy) 
The Grecian's forrow, and the Dardan's joy. 


With 
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wich haſty zeal the ſwift Talthybius flies; 
hrough the thick files he darts his ſearching eyes, 
\nd finds Machion, where ſublime he ſtands 
n arms encircled with his native bands. 
Then thus: Machion, to the king repair, 
5 wounded brother claims thy timely care; 
ier d by ſome Lycian or Dardanian bow, 240 
\ orief to us, a triumph to the fo. 
The heavy tidings griev'd the god-like man: 
dy ift to his ſuccour through the ranks he ran; 
te dauntleſs king yet ſtanding firm he found, 
And all the chiefs in deep concern around, 245 
here to the ſteely point the reed was join'd, ; 
be ſhaft he drew, but left the head behind. : 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery grac d, 
He loos'd; the corſlet from his breaſt unbrac'd; 
Then ſuck d the blood, and ſovereign balm infus' d, 
Which Chiron gave, and Eſculapius us'd. 
While round the prince the Greeks employ their care, 
e Trojans ruſh tumultuous to the war; 85 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms, 
Once more the fields are fill'd with dire alarms. 255 
Nor had you ſeen the king of men appear > 
Confus'd, unactive, or ſurpriz'd with fear; 
But fond of glory with ſevere delight, 
Hts beating boſom claim'd the riſing fight, EN 
Nolonger with his warlike ſteeds he ſtay'd, 260 
Or N d the car with poliſh' d braſs inlaid ; | 
but left Eurymedon the reins to guide; 
The 5 05 courſers ſnorted at his ſide, 7 
Ro OS 


270 


21; 


le. 


220 


22 


240 


3th 


And bold Meriones excite the rear. 
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On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And theſe encourages, and thoſe reproves. 200 
Brave men! he cries (to ſuch who boldly dare 
| Urge their ſwif t ſteeds to face the coming war) 
Your ancient valour on the foes approve ; 
Tove is with Greece, and let us truſt in lobe. 
*Tis not for us, but guilty Troy to dread, 270 
Whoſe crimes fit heayy on her perjur'd head ; 


Her ſons and matrons Greece ſhall lead in hates, T 
And her dead warriours ſtrow the mournful plains, Yeu 
Thus with new ardour he the brave inſpires; Fix 
Or thus the fearful with reproaches fire: l 

| Shame to your country, ſcandal of your kind! Pat 
Porn to the fate ye well deſerve to find! = Ut 
Why ſtand ye gazing round the dreadful plain, = bv 
- Prepar'd for flight, but doom'd to fly invain? Mn 
Confus'd and panting thus, the hunted deer e 
Falls as he flies, a victim to his fear. An 


Still muſt ye wait the foes, and ſtill retire, 
Till yon tall veſſels blaze with Trojan fire? 
Or truſt ye, Jove a valiant foe ſhall chace, 
To ſave a trembling, heartleſs, daſtard race? 285 
his ſaid, he ſtalk'd with ample ſtrides along, . 
Jo Crete's hs monarch and his martial throng; 


; High at their head he ſaw the chief: appear, 


At this the king his generous joy expreſt, 0 
And claſp'd the warriour to his armed breaſt : 
Divine Idomeneus! what thanks we owe 


To worth like thine! What praiſe mall we beſtow? , ö 
0 


285 


200 


IL1 APD, Book IV. 2737 

To thee the foremoſt honours are decreed, 
hilt in the fight, and every g graceful deed. 29K 
For this, in banquets, when the generous obs 
Reſtore our blood, and raiſe the warriours ſouls, 
Though all the reſt with ſtated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeaſur'd, are thy goblets crown'd. 
e ſtill thyſelf; in arms a mighty name; >=: > 0G 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fame. 

To whom the Cretan thus his ſpeech addreft : 
ture of me, O king! exhort the reſt: 
Fix'd to thy fide, 1n every toil I ſhare, 
Thy firm aſſociate in the day of war. ©. WE - 
But let the ſignal be this moment given; 
To mix in fight is all I aſk of Heaven. 
The field ſhall prove how perjuries ſucceed, , 
And chains or death avenge their impious deed, - 
i Charm'd with this heat, the king his courſe purſues, 
And next the troops of either Ajax views : 
ln one firm orb the bands were rang'd around, 
A cloud of heroes blacken'd all the ground. 
Thus from the lofty promontory's brow _ 
A ſwain ſurveys the gathering ſtorm below; 315 
dow from the main the heavy vapours riſe, - 
dpread in dim ſtreams, and ſail along the ſkies, 
Till black at night the ſwelling tempeſt ſhows, | 
the cloud condenſing as the Weſt-wind blows : 
He dreads th' impending ſtorm, and drives his flock 
To the cloſe covert of an arching rock. 

duch, and ſo thick, th' embattled een flood, 
V ith ſpears erect, a moving iron wood ; 

Fl A had y 
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A ſhady light was ſhot from glimmering ſhields, 

And their brown arms obſcur'd the duſky fields, 127 
O heroes! worthy ſuch a dauntleſs train, * 

Whoſe God-like virtue we but urge in vain, 

(Exclaim'd the king) who raiſe your eager bands 
With great examples, more than loud commands: 
Ah, would the Gods but breathe in all the reſt 
Such ſouls as burn in your exalted breaſt: 

Soon ſhould our arms with juſt ſucceſs be crown d, 

And Troy's proud walls lie ſmoaking on the ground. 
Then to the next the general bends his courſe 


330 


5 His heart exults, and glories in his force 3; Pu 
here reverend Neſtor ranks his Pylian bands, | WI 
And with inſpiring eloquence commands; An 


With ſtricteſt order ſet his train in arms, | 
The chiefs adviſes, and the ſoldiers warms, 
Alaſtor, Chromius, Hæmon round him wait, 30 

Bias the good, and Pelagon the great. 

Ihe horſe and chariots to the front afſign d, 

The foot (the ſtrength of war) he rang'd behind; 
The middle ſpace ſuſpected troops fopply; 

Inclos'd by both, nor left the power to fly; ; 346 

He gives command to curb the fiery feed, 

Nor cauſe confuſion, nor the ranks exceed; 

Before the reſt let none too raſhly ride; 
No ſtrength nor ſkill, but juſt in time, be d: 
The charge once made, no warriour turn the rein, ; © 

But fight, or fall; a firm embody'd train. 

He whom the fortune of the field ſhall caſt 

From forth his chariot, mouut the next in haſte; 


Nor 


323 


335 


340 


L 


5 


or 
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Nor ſeck unpractis d to direct the car, 
Content with javelins to provoke the war. 355 
Our great forefathers held this prudent courſe, 
Thus rul'd their ardour, thus preſerv'd their force, 
By laws like theſe immortal conqueſt made, | 
And earth's proud tyrants low in aſhes laid. 

8o ſpoke the maſter of the martial art, 23860 

And touch'd with tranſport great Atrides' heart! 
0h! had'ſt thou ſtrength to match thy brave deſires, 
And nerves to ſecond what thy ſoul inſpires! 
But waſting years, that wither human race, 
Exhauſt thy ſpirits, and thy arms unbrace. 365 
What once thou wert, oh ever might'ſt thou be! _ 


And age the lot of any chief but thee. Fs 


Thus to th' experienc'd prince Atrides cry d; 
He ſhook his hoary locks, and thus reply'd: 


Well might I with, could mortal wiſh renew 370 


That ſtrength which once in boiling youth I knew; 
duch as I was, when Ereuthalion ſlain 
beneath this arm fell proſtrate on the plain. 


but Heaven its gifts not all at once beſtows, 


Theſe years with wiſdom crowns, with action thoſe; : 
The field of combat fits the young and bold, 
The ſolemn council beſt becomes the old : 

To you the glorious conflict I reſign, 

Let ſage advice, the palm of age, be mine. 

He ſaid. With joy the monarch march'd before, 380 | 
And found Meneſtheus on the duſty ſhore, 5 
With whom the firm Athenian phalanx ſands, 
And next Ulyſſes with his ſubject bands, 
| 1 Remote 


5 Whole troops before you labouring 1 in the fray? 1 


Hlis cheek with bluſhes : and ſevere, he ſaid: 
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Remote their forces lay, nor knew ſo far 

The peace infring'd, nor heard the ſound of war; 38; 
The tumult late begun, they ſtood intent 
To watch the motion, dubious of th' event, 


The king, who ſaw their ſquadrons yet unmov'd, H 
| With haſty ardour thus the chiefs reprov'd: His! 
Can Peleus' ſon forget a warriour's part, 30 The 
And fears Ulyſſes, ſkill'd in every art? po Ton 
Why ſtand you diſtant, and the reſt expe Oh 
To mix in combat which yourſelves neglect _ The 
From you 'twas hop'd among the firſt to dare Can 


The ſhocks of armies, and commence the war. 306 
For this your names are call'd before the reſt, 

To ſhare the pleaſures of the genial feaſt: 

And can you, chiefs! without a bluſh 3 


Say, is it thus thoſe honours you requite: 403 
Ihe firſt in banquets, but the laſt in fight? 
Ulyſſes heard: the hero's warmth o'erſpread 


Take back th' unjuſt reproach! Behold, we ſtand 
Sheath'd in bright arms, and but expect command. 
If glorious deeds afford thy ſoul delight, 
Behold me plunging in the thickeſt fight. 
Then give thy warriour-chief a warriour's due, 
Who dares to act whate'er thou dar'ft to view. 
Struck with his generous wrath the king replies; 410 
Oh great in action, and in council wiſe! 
With ours, thy care and ardour are the ſame, 
Nor need I to command, nor ought to blame. 


Sage 


390 


95 


00 


Sie 48 thou art, and learn'd in human kind, 

Forgive the tranſport of a martial mind. 

Haſte to the fight, ſecure of juſt amends; 

The Gods that make, ſhall keep the worthy, friends, 
He ſaid, and paſs'd where great Tydides lay, 

His ſteeds and chariots wedg'd in firm array: 

(The warlike Sthenelus attends his 4140 

To whom with ſtern reproach the monarch cry'd; | 

Oh ſon of Tydeus! (he, whoſe ftrength could tame 

The bounding ſteed, in arms a mighty name) 

Can't thou, remote, the mingling hoſts deſcry, _ 

With hands unactive, and a careleſs eye? 425 

Not thus thy fire the fierce encounter fear d, 

Still firſt in front the matchleſs prince appear d; 

What glorious toils, what wonders they recite, 

Who view'd him labouring through the ranks of fight! * 

Ifaw him once, when, gathering martial pow er, 43 

A peaceful gueſt, he ſought Mycenæ's tower; 

Armies he aſk'd, and armies had been given, 

Not we deny'd, but Jove forbade from heaven; ; 

While dreadful comets glaring from afar 


Forewarn'd the horrours of the Theban war. 433 


Next, ſent by Greece from where Aſopus flows, 
Atearieſs envoy, he approach'd the foes; 

Thebe's hoſtile walls, unguarded and alone, 
Dauntleſs he enters, and demands the throne. 


Ttetyrant feaſting with his chiefs he found, 440 | 


And dar'd to combat all thoſe chiefs around; 
Dar d and ſubdued, before their haughty lord; 
i Pallas ſtrung his arm, and edg'd his lword. 
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„ POPE'S HOMER, 
| Stang with the ſhame, within the winding way, 
To bar his paſſage fifty warriours lay; "re 
Two heroes led the ſecret ſquadron on, 
Mæon the fierce, and hardy Lycophon ; 
Thoſe fifty ſlaughter'd in the gloomy vale, 
He ſpar'd but one to bear the dreadful tale. 
Such Tydeas was, and ſuch his martial fire, 450 
| Gods! how the ſon degenerates from the lire! 155 
No words the god- like Diomed return'd, 
Nut heard reſpectful, and in ſecret burn'd: 
Not ſo fierce Capaneus' undaunted ſon, 
Stern as his fire, the boaſter thus begun : 455 
What needs, O Monarch, this invidious praiſe, 
Ourſelves to leſſen, while our fires you raiſe ? 
Dare to be juſt, Atrides! and confeſs | 
Our valour equal, though our fury leſs, 


5 With fewer troops we ſtorm'd the Theban wall, 460 


And happier ſaw the ſevenfold city fall. 
In 1mpious acts the guilty fathers dy'd; 
The ſons ſubdued, for heaven was on their fide, 
Far more than heirs of all our parents fame, 
Our glories darken their diminiſh'd name. 405 
To him Tydides thus: My friend, forbear, 


 _ Supprels thy paſſion, and the king revere: 


His high concern may well excuſe this rage, 
Whoſe cauſe we follow, and whoſe war we wage; 
His the firſt praiſe, were Lion's towers o'erthrown, 

And, if we fail, the chief diſgrace his own, 
Let him the Greeks to hardy toils excite, 


*Tis ours to labour in the glorious fight. 4 
h | fe 


45 
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He ſpoke, and ardent on the trembling ground 
Sprung from his car; his ringing arms reſound. 475 
Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 
Of arm'd Tydides ruſhing to the war. 
As when the winds, aſcending by degrees, 
Fri move the whitening ſurface of the ſeas, 
The billows float in order to the ſhore, 480 
The wave behind rolls on the wave before; 
Till, with the growing ſtorm, the deeps ariſe, 
Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the ſkies. 
80 to the fight the thick battalions throng, 
gbields urg'd on ſhields, and men drove men along. 
dedate and filent move the numerous bands; 
No ſound, no whiſper, but the chief's commands, 
Thoſe only heard ; with awe the reſt obey, 
As if ſome God bal ſnatch'd their voice away. | 
Not fo the Trojans ; from their hoſt aſcends 490 
A general ſhout that all the region rends, = 
Az when the fleecy flocks unnumber'd ſtand 


IIn wealthy folds, and wait the milker's hand, 


The hollow vales inceſſant blea: ing fills, : 
The lambs reply from all the neigbouring hills: 495 
Such clamours roſe from various nations round, 
Mix'd was the murmur, and confus'd the ſound. 
Tach hoſt now joins, and each a God inſpires, 
Iheſe Mars incites, and thoſe Minerva fires. 

ale Flight around, and dreadful Terrour r:ign; 500 
and Diſcord raging bathes the purple plain ; 
Diſcord! dire ſiſter of the ſlaughtering power, 
dll at her birth, but riſing every hour, 


While 


WORST ROMER- 
While ſcarce the ſkies her horrid head can bound, 
She ſtalks on earth, and ſhakes the world around ; 79: 
The nations bleed, where'er her ſteps ſhe turns, ; 
; The groan ſtill deepens, and the combat burns, 

Now ſhield with ſhield, with helmet helmet clos'd, 
| To armour armour, lance to lance oppos'd, 
 Hofſt againſt hoſt with ſhadowy ſquadrons drew, 

The ſounding darts in iron tempeſts flew, 
| ViRtors and vanquiſh'd join promiſcuous cries, 

And ſhrilling ſhouts and dying groans ariſe; 5 
With ſtreaming blood the ſlippery fields are dy'd, 
And ſlaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide, 

As torrents roll, increas'd by numerous rills, 
With rage impetuous down their echoing hills; 

Ruſh to the vales, and, pour'd along the Plain, 

Roar through a thvuſand channels to the main 

Ihe diſtant ſhepherd trembling hears the found : $20 

So mix both hoſts, and ſo chair cries rebound. | 
The bold Antilochus the ſlaughter led, 

The firſt who ſtruck a valiant Trojan dead: 

At great Echepolus the lance arrives; 

Raz'd his high creſt, and through his helmet drives; 

Warm'd in che brain the brazen weapon lies, 

And ſhades eternal ſettle o'er his eyes. 

So ſinks a tower, that long aſſaults had ſtood 
Of force and fire; its walls beſmear'd with blood. 
Him, the bold“ leader of th' Abantian throng 530 

Seiz d to deſpoil, and dragg'd the corpſe along: 
But while he ſtrove to tug th' inſerted dart, 

Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero's heart. 


$10 


Fig 


Vis 


* Elphenor, 
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ili gank, unguarded by his ample ſhield, 
Admits the lance : he falls, and ſpurns the field; 535 
The nerves, unbrac'd, ſupport his limbs no more 
ne ſoul comes floating in a tide of gore. 
Trojans and Greeks now gather round the ſlain; 
The war renews, the warriours bleed again; 1 
As o'er their prey rapacious wolves engage, 540 
Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage. 
In blooming youth fair Simoiſius fell, 
dent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell: 
air Simoifius, whom his mother bore, | 
1; nid the flocks on filver Simois' ſhore : | 645 
The nymph deſcending from the hills of Ide, : 
To ſeek her parents on his flowery fide, _ 
Brought forth the babe, their common care and joy, | 
And thence from Simois nam'd the lovely bey. 
20 hort was his date! by dreadful Ajax lan 550 
| He falls, and renders all their cares in vain! 3 
So falls a poplar, that in watery ground . 
Rais'd high the head, with ſtately branches crown d. 
(Fell'd by ſome artiſt with his ſhining ſteel, 
To ſhape the circle of the bending wheel) 535 
Cut downit lies, tall, ſmooth, and largely ſpread, | : 
With all its beauteous honours on its head; 
There, left a fubject to the wind and rain, 
And ſcorch'd by ſuns, it withers on the plain, | 
Thus pierc'd by Ajax, Simoiſius lis 560 
Stretch d on the ſhore, and thus neglected dies. N 
At Ajax Antiphus his javelin threw; 
The pointed lance with er ring fury flew,. 
And Leucus, loy” d by wiſe Ulyſſes, fle. 5 
Ver, XV. He 


510 


Vour foaming ſteeds urge headlong on the foes! 


Have ye forgot what ſeem'd your dread before? 
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He drops the corpſe of Simoiſius Rams. 
And finks a breathleſs carcaſe on the 367 

This ſaw Ulyſſes, and with grief enrag'd 

Strode where the foremoſt of the foes engag'd; 

Arm'd with his ſpear, he meditates the wound, 

In act to throw; but, cautious, look'd around, 50 

Struck at his fight the Trojans backward drew, 

And trembling heard the javelin as it flew, | 

A chief ſtood nigh, who from Abydos came, 

Old Priam's ſon, Democoon was his name; 

The weapon enter'd cloſe above his ear, 5 

Cold through his temples glides the whizzing ſpear, 

With piercing ſhrieks the youth reſigns his breath, 

His eye-balls darken with the ſhades of death; 

' Ponderous he falls; his clanging arms reſound; 
And his broad buckler rings againf the ground, 300 

+ Seiz'd with affright the boldeſt foes appear; 

_ Ev'n god-like Hector ſeems himſelf to fear; 
Slow he gave way, the reſt tumultuous fled ; 
The Greeks with ſhouts preſs on, and ſpoil the deat: 
But Phœbus now from Ilion's towering height 586 
Shines forth reveal'd, and animates the fight. 
- Trojans, be bold, and force with force oppoſe; 


555 


Full « 
Burſt 
Supt: 
Beto! 


nd 


Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb'd with ſteel; 
| Your weapons enter, and your ſtrokes they feel. 51 


The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more. 
Apollo thus from lion's lofty towers 


; Array di in terrors, rouz'd the Trojan pow ers: 
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Vhile War's fierce Goddeſs fires the Grecian foe, 595 

And ſhouts and thunders in the fie!ds below. 

en great Diores fell, by doom divine, 
In vain his valour, and illuſtrious line. 

\ broken rock the force of Pirus threw 
(Who from cold Anus led the Thracian crew); 

Full on his ankle dropt the ponderous ſtone, 
Burſt the ſtrong nerves, and craſh'd the ſolid bone. 
Supine he tumbles on the crimſon ſands, 
Before his helpleſs friends and native bands, 

nd ſpreads for aid his unavailing hands. 605 
ſhe foe ruſh'd furious as he pants for breath, 
ind through his navel drove the pointed death: 

His guſhing entrails ſmok'd upon the ground, 
And the warm life came iſſuing from the wound. 

His lance bold Thoas at the Conqueror ſent, D240: 
Deep in his breaſt above the pap it went. 
\mid the lungs was fix'd the winged wood, 

Ind quivering in his heaving boſom ſtood : 

ill from the dying chief, approaching near, 

b Etolian warriour tagg'd his weighty ſpear: 615 
Ihen ſudden wav'd his flaming faulchion round, 
nd gaſh'd his belly with a ohaſtly wound, 


Ihe corpſe now breathleſs on the bloody plain, 
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0 ſpoil his arms the victor frore in vain; 
The Thracian bands againft t1- victor pre; 
i grove of lances glitter'd at his breaſt, 
tern Thoas, glaring with rev engetul eyes, 
u ſullen fury flowly quits the . 
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143 POPE'S HOMER. 
Thus fell two heroes; one the pride of Thrace, 
And one the leader of the Epian race: be; 
| Death's ſable ſhade at once o'er caſt their eyes, 
In duſt the vanquiſh'd, and the victor lies. 
With copious ſlaughter all the fields are red, 
And heap'd with growing mountains of the dead, 
Had ſome brave chief this martial ſcene beheld, 
Buy Pallas guarded through the dreadtul field; 
Might darts be bid to turn their points away, 
And ſwords around him innocently play; = 
The war's whole art with wonder had he ſeen, 
And counted heroes where he counted men. 635 
Sao foughteach hoſt with thirſt of glory fir'd, 
: And crowds on crowds triumphantly expir d. 
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AR G:U- ME N 1. 1 
The Acts of Diomed, 
DIOMED, aſſiſted by Pallas, performs wonders in thi 


day's battle. Pandarus wounds him with an array, 
but the Goddeſs cures him, enables him to diicen 
Gods from mortals, and prohibits him from c. 
tending with any of the former, excepting Veni 
Zineas joins Pandarus to oppoſe him: Pandarus i 
killed, and Aneas, in great danger, but for the al. 
fiſtance of Venus; who, as ſhe is removing her {q 
from the fight, is wounded in the hand by Dioned, 
Apollo ſeconds her in his reſcue, and at length ca: 
ries off Æneas to Troy, where he is healed in the 
temple of Pergamus. Mars rallies the Trojans, and 
aſſiſts Hector to make a ſtand. In the mean ane 
Eneas 1s reſtored to the field, and they overthroy 
ſeveral of the Greeks; among the reſt Tlepolemus ui 
flain by Sarpedon. Juno and Minerva deſcend u 


reſiſt Mars; the latter incites Diomed to go againt On 

that God; he wounds him, and ſends him groaning : 
V 2 

Ihe firſt battle continues through this book, Tix 1 

lcene is the ſame as in the former, A, 
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7 Pallas now Tydides' ſoul "TS 

1 Fills with her force, and warms with all her fires, 
Abore the Greeks his deathleſs fame to raiſe, 

and crown her hero with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe, 


lizh on his helm celeſtial lightnings play, 5 


His beamy ſhield emits a living ray; 

Th' unweary'd blaze inceſſant ſtreams ſupplies, 
Like the red ſtar that fires th' autumnal ſkies, 
hen freſh he rears his radiant orb to ſight, 


And, bath'd in Ocean, ſhoots a keener light. _ 


Such glories Pallas on the chief beſtow'd, 
duch, From bis arms, the fierce effulgence fow'd : 
Onward ſhe drives him, furious to engage, 
chere the fight burns, and where the thickeſt rage. 
The ſons of Dares firſt the combat ſought, 1% 
Awealthy prieſt, but rich without a fault; SE 
n Vulcan's fane the father's days were led, 
ic ſons to toils of glorious battle bred; 
Theſe ſingled from their troops the fight maintain, 


Theſe from their ſteeds, Tydides on the plain. 20 


Fierce for renown the brother chiefs draw near, 


Jad firſt bold Phegus caſt his ſounding { lpear, 
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152 POPE'S HOME R. 
Which o'er the warriour's ſhoulder took its courſe, 
And ſpent in empty air its erring force. 
Not ſo, Tydides, flew thy lance in vain, 7 
But pierc d his breaſt, and ſtretch'd him on the mY 
Seiz'd with unuſl ual fear, Idæus fled, ' 
Left the rich chariot, and his brother dead. 
And, had not Vulcan lent his celeſtial aid, 
He too had ſunk to death's eternal ſhade ; | 5 
But in a ſmoky cloud the God of fire 
Preſerv'd the ſon, in pity to the ſire. 
The ſteeds and chariot, to the navy led, 
Enereas'd the ſpoils of gallant Diomed. 
Struck with amaze and ſhame, the Trojan crew 5 
2 Or lain, or fled, the ſons of Dares view; 
W hen by the blood-ſtainꝰd hand Minerva — 
” The God of battles, and this ſpeech addreſt: 
Stern power of war! by whom the mighty fall, 
Who bathe in blood, and ſhake the lofty wall! 4 
Let the brave chiefs their glorious toils divide; 
And whoſe the conqueſt 88 Jove decide: 
VW ile we from interdicted fields retire, 
Nor tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging Sire. 
Her words allay'd the i impetuous warriour's heat, 45 
Ihe God of arms and Martial Maid retreat; 
Kemor'd from fight, on Xanthus' flowery bounds 
They ſat, and liſtened to the dying ſounds, 
Meantime the Greeks the Trojan race purſue, 
And ſome bold chieftain every leader flew: 5 
Firſt Odius falls, and bites the bloody ſand, 
His death 75 by Atrides' 1 


0 


TL TI AD, Book V. 
s he to flight his wheeling car addreſt, 
The ſpeedy Gavelin drove from back to breaſt, 
: duſt the mighty Halizonian lay, 
is arms reſound, the ſpirit wings its way. 
Thy fate was next, O Phæſtus! doom'd to feel 
he great Idomeneus' portended ſteel; 
hom Borus ſent (his ſon, and only joy) 
{om fruitful Tarne to the fields of Troy. 
Frhe Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar, 
Ind pierc'd his ſhoulder as he mounts his car; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground, 
nd everlaſting ſhades his eyes ſurround, 
Then dy'd Scamandrius, expert in the chace, 
In woods and wilds to wound the ſavage race: 
Diana taught him all her ſylvan „ 
To bend the bow, and aim unerring darts: 

But vainly here Diana's arts he tries, 
1087 ie fatal lance arreſts him as he flies; 

From Menelaiis? arm the weapon ſent, 


un, 


Through his broad back and heaving boſom went: 


5 


"66 


1 


Donn finks the warriour with a thundering ſound, 


lis brazen armour rings againſt the ground. 
Net artful Phereclus untimely fell; 
| Bold Merion ſent him to the realms of hell. 
[Thy father's ſkill, O Phereclus, was thine, | 
The graceful fabrick and the fair deſign ; 
For, lov'd by Pallas, Pallas did impart 
Jo him the ſhipwright's and the builder's art. 
Beneath his hand the fleet of Paris roſe, 
The fatal cauſe of all his country's woes; 
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_ Clos'd his dim eye, and fate ſuppreſs'd his breath, | 


"ne. POPE'S HOMER. 


But he, the myſtick will of Heaven unknown, be] 
Nor ſaw his country's peril, nor his own. ours 
be hapleſs artiſt, while confus'd he fled, ” 

The ſpear of Merion mingled with the dead, pelug 

Through his right hip with forceful fury caſt, | 4 

Between the bladder and the bone it paſt: Very 


Prone on his knees he falls with fruitleſs cries, 
6 And death, in laſting lumber ſeals his eyes. 900 
From Meges' force the ſwift Pedæus fled, 
Antenor's ofepring from a foreign bed, 

Whoſe generous ſpouſe, Theano, heavenly fair, 
' Nurs'd the young ſtranger with a mother's care, Drov 
How vain thoſe cares ! when Meges in the rear q; 
Full in his nape infix'd the fatal ſpear! _ 3 
Swift through his crackling j Jaws the weapon glides, His 
And the cold tongue the grinning teeth divides. 

I )hen dy'd Hypſenor, generous and divine, 
1 Sprung from the brave Dolopian's mighty line, 

Who near ador'd Scamander made abode, 

Prieſt of the ſtream, and honour'd as a God. 

On him, amidft the flying numbers found, 

Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound; | 
On his broad ſhoulders fell the forceful brand, 105 
Then glancing downward lopp'd his holy hand, 
Which ſtain'd with ſacred blood the bluſhing ſand, 
| Down ſunk the prieſt; the purple hand of death 


Thus toil'd the chiefs, in different parts engag'd, 
In every quarter fierce Tydides rag'd, 1 
Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan train, 

Ropt theough the ranks, he thunders o'er the plain; 
Nox 


ILIAD, Boox v. = Boy 
Now here, now there, he darts from place to place, 
urs on the rear, or lightens in their face. 115 
hus from high hills the torrents ſwift and ſtrong 
Deluge whole fields, and ſweep the trees along, 
tough ruin'd moles the ruſhing wave reſounds, 
Yerwhelms the bridge, and burſts the lofty bounds. 
he yellow harveſts of the ripen'd year, 120 
\nd flatted vineyards, one ſad waſte appear! 
While Jove deſcends in fluicy ſheets of rain, 
nd all the labours of mankind are vain, 
| Sorag'd Tydides, boundleſs in his ire, 
Drove armies back, and made all Troy retire, 12 
With grief the“ leader of the Lycian band 
Saw the wide waſte of his deſtructive hand: 
His bended bow againſt the chief he drew; 
Switt to the mark the thirſty arrow flew, 
'hoſe forky point the hollow breaſt- plate tore, 130 
Peep in his ſhoulder pierc'd, and drank the gore: 
The ruſhing ſtream his brazen armour dy'd, 
While the proud archer thus exulting cry'd : 
Hither, ye Trojans, hither drive your ſeeds ! | 
Lo! by our hand the braveſt Grecian bleeds, 1 35 : 
Not long the dreadful dart he can ſuſtain ; 
r Phæœbus urg'd me to theſe fields in vain. 
So ſpoke he, boaſtful; but the winged dart 
Stopt hort of life, and mock'd the ſhooter's art, | 
The wounded chief, behind his car retir'd, 140 
The helping hand of Sthenelus requir'd ; | 5 
Swift from his ſeat he leap'd upon the 3 


And 188 88 from the guſhing wound; 
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OW * Pandarus, 


When thus the king his guardian power addreſt, 
The purple current wandering o'er his veſt: 
O progeny of Jove! unconquer'd maid ! 
If e'er my god-like Sire deſerv'd thy aid, 
If e'er I felt thee in the fighting field, 
Now, Goddeſs, now thy ſacred ſuccour yield, 
Oh give my lance to reach the Trojan knight, I 
| Whoſe arrow wounds the chief thou guard'ſt in fight, 
And lay the boaſter groveling on the ſhore, 
'That vaunts theſe eyes ſhall view the light no more, 
Thus pray'd Tydides, and Minerva heard; 
His nerves confirm'd, his languid ſpirits chear'd, 5 
He feels each limb with wonted vigour light; 
His beating boſom claims the promis'd fight. 
Be bold (ſhe cry'd), in every combat ſhine, 
War be thy province, thy protection mine; 
Ruſh to the fight, and every foe controul; 160 
Wake each paternal virtue in thy ſoul: i 
Strength ſwells thy boiling breaſt, infus'd by me, 
And all thy god-like father breathes in thee! 
Vet more, from mortal miſts I purge thy ey es, 
And ſet to view the warring Deities. Ih 
Theſe ſee thou ſhun, through all th' embattled plain 
Nor raſhly ftrive where hen force 1s vain, 
If Venus mingle in the martial band, 
Her ſhalt thou wound: ſo Pallas gives command, 
With that, the blue- ey'd virgin wing'd her ſlight; 
The hero ruſh'd 1 impetuous to . 
With tenfold ardour now invades the - "TY 


— Wild with delay, and more mega by pain. 


ir 
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on the fleecy flocks, when hunger calls, 

midit the field a brindled lion falls; 175 
chance ſome ſhepherd with a diſtant dart 

he ſarage wound, he rouzes at the ſmart, 

le foams, he roars; the ſhepherd dares not ſtay, 

it trembling leaves the ſcattering flocks a prey ; 

[-zps fall on heaps ; he bathes with blood the _— 

hen leaps victorious o'er the lofty mound. 

"ot with leſs fury ſtern Tydides flew ; 

Ind two brave leaders at an inſtant flew: 

| ynoüs breathleſs fell, and by his ſide 5 

lis people's paſtor, good Hypenor, dy d; e 

yncüs breaſt the deadly lance receives, e 

ypenor's ſhoulder his broad faulchion cleaves. 

hoſe lain he left; and ſprung with noble . 

bas and Polyidus to engage; i 

ow of Eurydamus, who, wiſe and old, | 190 

ould fates foreſee, and myſtic dreams unfold; 

ſhe youths return'd not from the doubtful plain, 

ind the ſad father try'd his arts in vain; 

o myſtic dream could make their fates appear, 

Though now determin'd by Tydides ſpear. 195 
Young Xanthus next, and 'Thoon felt us rage; 

The joy and hope of Phænops' feeble age; 

att was his. wealth, and theſe the only heirs 

Df all his labours, and a life of cares. © 

ald death o'ertakes them in their blooming years, 200 

And leaves the father unavailing tears: 

0 ſtrangers now deſcend his 3 ſtore, 

he race forgotten, and the name no more. 
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__ 'Thy winged arrows and unerring bow, 


158 PO PES HOMER. 
Two ſons of Priam in one chariot ride 
Glittering in arms, and combat ſide by ſide. 
As when the lordly lion ſeeks his food 
Where grazing heifers range the lonely wood, 
Hie leaps amidſt them with a furious bound, 
| Bends their ſtrong necks, and tears them to the gro. 
So from their ſeats the brother chiefs are torn, 20 
Their ſteeds and chariot to the navy borne. 
With deep concern divine Æneas view'd 
The foe prevailing, and his friends purſued, 
Through the thick ſtorm of ſinging ſpears he les, 
Exploring Pandarus with careful eyes, Tr 
At length he found Lycaon's mighty ſon ; 
To whom the chief of Venus' race begun: 
Where, Pandarus, are all thy honours now, 


7 10 


| Thy matchleſs ſkill, thy yet unrivall' d fame, 220 
And boaſted glory of the Lycian name? 

Oh pierce that mortal: if we mortal call 
That wondrous force by which whole armies fall; 
Or God incens'd, who quits the diftant ſkies 

| To puniſh Troy for ſlighted ſacrifice; a 
(Which, oh, avert from our unhappy ſtate! 
For what ſo dreadful as celeſtial hate?) 
Whoe er he be, propitiate Jove with prayer; 
7 If man deſtroy; if God, intreat to ſpare. 
Io him the Lycian: Whom your eyes behold, 230 
If right J judge, is Diomed the bold! _ 
| Such courſers whirl him o'er the duſty field, 


Lon towers his helmet, and ſo flames his ſhield. J 


.'ILIAD, Book v. 

ea God, he wears that chief's diſguiſe; 
if that chief, ſome guardian of the ſkies 235 
-olv'd in clouds, protects him in the fray, 
ind turns unſeen the fruſtrate dart away. 

wing'd an arrow, which not idly fell, 

he ſtroxe had fix d him to the gates of hell; 

1d, but ſome God, ſome angry God withitands, 240 
lis fate was due to theſe unerring hands, 

kill d in the bow, on foot ſou ght the war, 

or join d ſwift horſes to the rapid car 

en poliſn'd chariots I poſſeſs'd at home, 

nd till they grace Lycaon's princely dome: 245 
here veil'd in ſpacious coverlets they ſtand; 

Ind twice ten courſers wait their lord's command. 

he good old warriour bade me truſt to theſe, 

hen firſt for Troy J ſail'd the ſacred ſeas; 
fields aloft the whirling car to guide, 250 
Ind through the ranks of death triumphant an, 
ut vain with youth, and yet to thrift inelin'd, 

heard his councils with unheedful mind, 

nd thought the ſteeds (your large ſupplies unknown) 
light fail of forage in the raiten'd town : — 235 
o took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 
nd left the chariots in my native land. 

Too late, O friend! my raſhneſs I deplore; 

beſe ſhafts, once fatal, carry death no more. 
ydeus' and Atreus' ſons their points have found, 260 
ind undiſſembled gore purſued the wound, 
ain they bled : this unavailing bow 
erles, not to laughter, but provoke the toe. 
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160 POPE'S HOMER, 
In evil hour theſe bended horns I ftrung, 
And ſeiz'd the quiver where it idly hung. 1 
Curs'd be the fate that ſent me to the field 
Without a warriour's arms, the ſpear and ſhield; 
If eer with life I quit the Trojan plain, 
If e'er I ſee my ſpouſe and fire again, 


Broke by my hand, ſhall feed the blazing flames, 
The diſtant dart be prais'd, though here we need 
The ruſhing chariot, and the bounding ſeed, 25 


And, hand to hand, encounter force with force. 
Now mount my feat, and from the chariot's height 


Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace, 2200 
Secure with theſe, through fighting fields we go; 
Or ſafe to Troy, if Jove aſſiſt the foe. 


_ Haſte, ſeize the whip, and ſnatch the guiding rein; 
The warriour's,fury let this arm ſuſtain ; 1 


As thine the ſteeds, be thine the taſk to guide. 


Shall bear the rein, and anſwer to thy hand, 
But if, unhappy, we deſert the fight, 


This bow, unfaithful to my glorious aims, 25 
[ 

To whom the leader of the Dardan race: 
Be calm, nor Phœbus' honour'd gift diſgrace. 


Againſt yon hero let us bend our courſe, | ©. 


Obſerve my father's ſteeds, renown'd in fight, 


To dare the ſhock, or urge the rapid race: 


Or, if to combat thy bold heart incline, 
Take thou the ſpear, the chariot's care be mine. 
O prince! (Lycaon's valiant ſon reply'd} 


The horſes, practis'd to their lord's command, 2 


Thy voice alone can animate their flight: 
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le ſhall our fates be number'd with the dead, 
and theſe, the victor's prize, in triumph led. 295 
nine be the guidance then: with ſpear and ſhield 
Myſelf will charge this terrour of the field. 

And now both heroes mount the glittering. car; 
he bounding courſers ruſh amidſt the war. 

heir fierce approach bold Sthenelus eſpy'd, 
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300 


yho thus, alarm'd, to great Tydides cry'd: 
0 friend! two chiefs of force immenſe ] ſee, 
Dreadful they come, and bend their rage on thee : 
Lo the brave heir of bold Lycaon's line, 
27nd great Aineas, ſprung from race divine! 


1 


Enough is given to fame. Aſcend thy car; 
And fave a life, the bulwark of our war. 

At this the hero caſt a gloomy look, 
Fix'd on the chief with ſcorn ; and thus he poke: 
Me doſt thou bid to ſhun the coming fight? 
Me would'ſt thou move to baſe, inglorious flight? 
Know, 'tis not honeſt in my ſoul to fear, 
Nor was Tydides born to tremble here. 
hate the cumbrous chariot's low advance, 
nd the long diſtance of the flying lance ; 


in; 
28 


. 
But while my nerves are ſtrong, my force entire, oy 
[Thus front the foe, and emulate my fire, 
Nor ſhall yon ſteeds that fierce to fight convey 
hoſe threatening heroes, bear them both away ; 
One chief at leaſt beneath this arm ſhall die; 320 


d0 Pallas tells me, and forbids to fly. 
ut if ſhe dooms, and if no God withſtand, 


That both ſhall fall by one victorious hand; 
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'Then heed my words: my horſes here 2 
Fix id to the chariot by the ſtraiten'd rein; 

Swift to Eneas empty ſeat proceed, 

And ſeize the courſers of ætherial breed:  _ 

The race of thoſe, which once the thundering God 

For raviſh'd Ganymede on Tros beftow'd, 

The beft that &er on earth's broad ſurface run, zu 
Beneath the riſing or the ſetting ſun. 

Hence great Anchiſes ſtole a breed, unknown 

By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon; 

Four of this race his ample ſtalls contain, 

And two tranſport Æneas o'er the plain. z 

Theſe, were the rich immortal prize our own, 

Through the wide world ſhould make our glory knoyn, 

Thus while they ſpoke the foe came furious on, 

And ftern.Lycaon's warlike race begun: 

Prince, thou art met. Though late in vain aſa d, 

The ſpear may enter where the arrow fail'd. 

He ſaid, then ſhook the ponderous lance, and flung; 
On his broad ſhield the ſounding weapon rung, 
Pierc'd the tough orb, and in his cuiraſs hung. 
He bleeds ! the pride of Greece! (the boaſter cries) 
Our triumph now the mighty warriour lies! 

Miſtaken vaunter! Diomed reply'd ; 
Thy dart has err'd, and now my ſpear be try'd: 

| Ye 'ſcape not both; one, headlong from his car, 

With hoſtile blood ſhall glut the God of war. 35 
He ſpoke, and riſing hurl'd his forceful dart, 
Which, driven by Pallas, pierc'd a vital part; 
Full in his face it enter'd, and betwixt 

The noſe and eye-ball the proud Lycian fixt; 
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Craſh'd 
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c aſt'd all his Jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 355 

Till the bright point look d out beneath the chin. 

Headlong he falls, his helmet knocks the ground; 

Earth groans beneath him, and his arms reſound ; 

The ſtarting courſers tremble with affright; 

The ſoul indignant ſeeks the realms of night. 360 
To guard his laughter'd friend, Aneas flies, 


330 His ſpear extending where the carcaſe lies; 
Watchful he wheels, protects it every way, 
As the grim lion ſtalks around his prey. we 
Oer the fall'n trunk his ample ſhield display d, 365 
rar He hides the hero with his mighty ſhade, Bp 


And threats aloud : the Greeks with longing eyes | 
un. Behold ar diſtance, but forbear the prize. 
Then fierce Tydides ſtoops; and from the fields, 
Heav'd with vaſt force, a rocky fragment wields, 
d, Not two ſtrong men th' enormous weight could raiſe, | 2 
duch men as live in theſe degenerate day bs 
le rung it round; and, gathering ſtrength to throw, 
[Diſcharg'd the ponderous ruin at the foe. 
Where to the hip th' inſerted thigh unites, - 29g. 
hall on the bone the pointed markla lights; 
Through both the tendons broke the rugged ſtone, 
And ſtripp'd the ſkin, and crack'd the ſolid bone. 
duns on his knees, and ſtaggering with his Pains, 
lis falling bulk his bended arm ſuſtains; 380 
355 Lot in a dizzy miſt the warriour lies; EE. 
Aſudden cloud comes ſwimming o'er ks. eyes. 
There the brave chief who mighty numbers ſx ay d, 
vey d had ſunk to death's eternal ſhade; ——- 
; M 2 e 


[RE Her arms whoſe whiteneſs match the falling ſnowy, 


Ae fix'd with ftraiten'd traces to the car. 


| Then mounting on his car, reſum'd the rein, 405 


= Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall, 
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But heavenly Venus, mindful of the love 

She bore Anchiſes in th' Idzan grove, 

His danger views with anguiſh and deſpair, 
And guards her offspring with a mother's care, 
About her much-lov'd ſon her arms ſhe throws, 


3 n 


Sereen'd from the foe behind her ſhining veil, 

The ſwords wave harmleſs, and the javelins fail: 
Safe through the ruſhing horſe, and feather'd flight 
Of ſounding ſhafts, ſhe bears him from the fight, 
Nor Sthenelus, with unaſſiſting hands, 95 
Remain'd unheedful of his lord's commands : 
His panting ſteeds, remov'd from out the war, 


Next ruſhing to the Dardan ſpoil, detains 
::'The heavenly courſers with the flowing manes: 400 
Theſe, in proud triumph to the fleet ys | 
No longer now a Trojan lord obey'd, 1 
That charge to bold Deipy lus he gave, 

{Whom moſt he lov'd, as brave men love the brave) 


r =o =mBmp r= = = 


And follow'd where Tydides ſwept the plain. 
Meanwhile (his conqueſt raviſh'd from his eyes) 

'The raging chief in chace of Venus flies : 

No Goddeſs ſhe commiſſion'd to the field, 

Like Pallas dreadful with her ſable ſhield, 410 
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While flames aſcend, and mighty ruins fall; 
He knew foft combats ſuit the tender dame, 5 
New to the field, and ſtill a foe to fame. 


Through 


585 


393 


Fe 
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rough breaking ranks his furious courſe he bends, 


And at the Goddeſs his broad lance extends ; 


| Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 


Th' ambrofial veil, which all the Graces wove; 
Her ſnowy hand the razing ſteel profan'd, 


And the tranſparent ſkin with crimſon ſtain d. 420 


From the clear vein a ſtream immortal flow'd, 

Such ſtream as iſſues from a wounded God: 

Pure emanation! uncorrupted flood; 

Unlike our groſs, diſeas'd, terreſtrial blood: | 
(For not the bread of man their life ſuſtains, 425 


| Nor wine's inflaming juice ſupplies their veins. ) 


With tender ſhrieks the Goddeſs fill'd the place, 

And dropp'd her offspring from her weak embrace. 

Him Phœbus took: he caſts a cloud around 

The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound. 439 
Then, with a voice that ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 

The king inſults the Goddeſs as ſhe flies. 


Ill with Jove's daughter bloody fights agree, 


The field of combat 1s no ſcene for thee : | 
Go, let thy own ſoft ſex employ thy care, 435 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair. | 
Taught by this ftroke, renounce the war's alarms, 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms. 

Tydides thus: The Goddeſs ſeiz'd with dread, 


Confus'd, diſtracted, from the conflict lied, 440 


To aid her, ſwift the winged Iris ſlew, 
Wrapt in a miſt above the warring crew, 
The Queen of Love with faded charms ſhe found, 


Hale was her cheek, and livid look d the wound. 
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To Mars, who ſat remote, they bent their way, 
Far on the left, with clouds involy'd he lay; 
HhHeſide him ſtood his lance, diftain'd with gore, 
And, rein'd with gold, his foaming ſteeds before. 
Low at his knee, ſhe begg'd, with ſtreaming eyes, 
Her brother's car, to mount the diſtant Ries, 450 
And ſhew'd the wound by fierce Tydides given, 
A mortal man who dares encounter Heaven. 
Stern Mars attentive hears the queen complain, 
And to her hand commits the golden rein; 
She mounts the ſeat, opprefs'd with ſilent woe, =; 
Driven by the Goddeſs of the painted bow. 
The laſh reſounds, the rapid chariot flies, 
And in a moment ſcales the lofty ſkies: 
There ſtopp'd the car, and there the Ware food, 
Fed by fair Iris with ambroſial food. al 
| Before her mother, Love's bright Queen appears, 
O'erwhelm'd with anguiſh, and diffolv'd in tears; 
She rais'd her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 
And aſk'd, what God had wrought this guilty deed? 
Then ſhe : This inſult from no God J found, 46; 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound! 
| Behold the deed of haughty Diomed! _ 
*T was in the ſon's defence the mother bled, 

The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage, 
But with the Gods (th' immortal Gods) engage. 470 
Dione then: Thy wrongs with patience bear, 
And ſhare thoſe griefs inferior powers muſt ſhare: | 

ne Unnumber'd woes mankind from us fuſtain, 


And men with woes aflit the Gods again. 
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hed ;ohty Mars in mortal fetters bound, — 7x 


And lodg'd in brazen dungeons under ground, 2 
Full thirteen moons impriſon'd roar'd in vain; 
Otus and Ephialtes held the chain: 
Perhaps had periſh'd ; had not Hermes' care 


geſtor d the groaning God to upper air. 480 


Great Juno's ſelf has bore her weight of pain, 
Th' imperial partner of the heavenly reign ; | 
Amphitryon's ſon infix'd the deadly dart, 
And fill'd with anguiſh her immortal heart. 5 
Er'n hell's grim King Alcides' power confeſs'd, 485 
The ſhaft found entrance in his iron breaſt; 1 
To Jove's high palace for a cure he fled, 
Pierc'd in his own dominions of the dead; 
Where Pzon, ſprinkling heavenly balm around, 
Aſuag' d the glowing pangs, and clos'd the wound. 490 
Raſh, impious man! to ſtain the bleſt abodes, 
And drench his arrows in the blood of Gods! 

But thou (though Pallas urg'd thy frantic deed) 
Whoſe ſpear ill- fated makes a Goddeſs bleed, 
Know thou, whoe'er with heavenly power contends, 
Short is his date, and ſoon his glory ends; 
From fields of death when late he ſhall retire, 
No infant on his knees ſhall call him Sire. 
Strong as thou art, ſome God may yet be found, 
To ftretch thee pale and gaſping on the e 50 
Thy diſtant wife, Ægiale the fair, EE 
Starting from ſleep with a diſtracted air, 
Shall rouze thy flaves, and her loft lord deplore, 
The brave, the great, the glorious, now no more 
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This ſaid, ſhe wip'd from Venus' wounded palm ;o, nc 

The ſacred ichor, and infus'd the balm, Dove 
Juno and Pallas with a ſmile ſurvey'd, P 1 
And thus to Jove began the blue-ey'd Maid; bord 
Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove! to tell | So fr 
How this miſchance the Cyprian Queen befell, 0 dre 
As late ſhe try'd with paſſion to inflaſne ben! 
The tender boſom of a Grecian dame, 0 Tr 
Allur'd the fair with moving thoughts of joy, tone 
To quit her country for ſome youth of Troy; ic! 


The claſping zone, with golden buckles bound, $13 Fs 


Raz'd her ſoft hand with this lamented wound. pha 
The Sire of Gods and men ſuperior ſmil'd, = 
And, calling Venus, thus addreſt his child : ad { 
Not theſe, O daughter, are thy proper cares! rou 


Thee milder arts befit, and ſofter wars; 320 d 
Sweet ſmiles are thine, and kind a charms, ear 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. nd, 
Thus they in heaven: while on the plain below St 
The fierce Tydides charg'd his Dardan foe, = 
Fluſn'd with celeſtial blood purſu'd his way, zzz ee 
And fearleſs dar'd the threatening God of day ; lt 
Already in his hopes he ſaw him kill'd, | 
Though ſcreen'd behind Apollo's mighty ſhield, 
 __ 'Fhrice ruſhing furious, at the chief he ſtrook; 
Vis blazing buckler thrice Apollo ſhooæ: 530 
He try 'd the fourth: when, breaking from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud: | 
O ſon of Tydeus, ceaſe! be wiſe and fee 


9 How vaſt the difference ofthe Gods and thee; 
5 a Dillance 
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lance immenſe! between the powers chat ſhine 53 ; 
hore, eternal, deathleſs, and divine, 

a mortal man! a wretch of humble birth, 

J Hort-liv'd reptile in the duſt of earth. 

So ſpoke the God who darts celeſtial fire; 
dreads his fury, and ſome ſteps retires. 540 
ben Phoebus bore the chief of Venus' race | 

o Troy's high fane, and to his holy nn 

tona there and Phœbe heal'd the wound, 

[ith vigour arm'd him, and with glory crown'd, 

This done, the patron of the filver bow 5 
phantom rais d, the ſame in ſhape and ſhow 
ith great Zineas ; ſuch the form he bore, 

nd ſuch in fight the radiant arms he wore, 

round the ſpectre bloody wars are wag d, 

d Greece and Troy with claſhing ſhields engage d. 
leantime on Ilion's tower Apollo ſtood, 

nd, calling Mars, thus urg'd the raging God. 
Stern power of arms, by whom the mighty fall; 
ho bath'ſt in blood, and ſhak'ſt th' embattled _ 
Wc in thy wrath! to hell's abhorr'd abodes 55 5 ; 
ifpach yon Greek, and vindicate the Gods, 
irt roſy Venus felt his brutal rage 

e next he charg'd, and dares all heaven engage: 
he wretch would brave high heaven's immortal Size: 
lis triple thunder, and his | bolts of fire. 560 

| The God of battle iſſues on the plain, 8 
firs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train; 
form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 
rag d, to Troy's retiring chiefs he cry d: 


vi 
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How 


Vueet firſt in fight my Lycian bands I chear, 


How fangs ye ſons of Priam! will ye 5 
And unreveng'd fee Priam's people die? 
Still unreſiſted ſhall the foe deftroy, 
And ftretch the flaughter to the gates of Troy ? 
Lo brave Aneas ſinks beneath his wound, 
Not god-like Hector more in arms renown'd : 
Haſte all, and take the generous warriour's part, 
He ſaid ; new courage ſwell'd each hero's heart, 
Sarpedon firſt his ardent ſoul expreſs'd, 
And, turn'd to Hector, theſe bold words expreſs; 
Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour loſt? 
Where are thy threats, and where thy glorious boat, 
That propt alone by Priam's race ſhould ſtand 
'Troy's ſacred walls, nor need a foreign hand? 
Now, now thy country calls her wanted friends, 
And the proud vaunt in juſt deriſion ends, f 
Remote they ſtand, while alien troops engage, 
Like trembling hounds before the lion's rage. 
Far diſtant hence I held my wide command, 
Where foaming Xanthus laves the Lycian land, 
With ample wealth (the wiſh of mortals) bleſt, {| 
A beauteous wife, and infant at her breaſt; _ 
With thoſe I left whatever dear could be; 
Greece, if ſhe conquers, nothing wins from me: 


And long to meet this mighty man ye fear; 
While Hector idle ſtands, nor bids the brave 
Their wives, their infants, and their altars ſave. 
_ Haſte, warriour, haſte! preſerve thy threaten'd ſat 
, Or one vaſt burſt of all- involving fate : 
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yer your towers ſhall fall, and ſweep away 59 5 
„ fires, and wives, an undiſtinguiſh'd prey. 

all thy Trojans, urge thy aids to fight; 

& claim thy thoughts by day, thy watch by night: 
© force inceſſant the brave Greeks oppoſe; 

\ cares thy friends deſerve, and ſuch thy foes. 600 
tang to the heart the generous Hector hears, 

juſt reproof with decent filence bears, 

m his proud car the prince impetuous ſprings, 

earth he leaps ; his brazen armour rings. | 
o ſhining ſpears are brandiſh'd in his hands; 605% 
v5 arm'd, he animates his drooping bands, | 
ines their ardour, turns their ſteps from flight, 
(wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

er turn, they ſtand, the Greeks their fury e, 
ndenſe their powers, and wait the growing war. 6 10 
s when, on Ceres? ſacred floor, the ſwain 
reads the wide fan to clear the golden grain, | 

{the light chaff, before the breenics borne, - 

Wcends in clouds from off the heapy corn; REY 
e grey duſt, riſing with collected winds, 61 1 
res o' er the barn, and whitens all the hinds: 
bite with duſt the Grecian hoſt appears, 

mn trampling ſteeds, and thundering charioteers; 

e duſcy clouds from labour'd earth ariſe, Ep Re 
d roll in ſmoking volumes to the ſkies. 620 
rs hoyers o'er them with his ſable ſhield, 

d adds new honours to the darken'd field: 

d with his charge, and ardent to fulfil, | 

Troy's defence, Apollo 8 heavenly Will! 


l Soon 
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Soon as from fight the blue-ey'd Maid retires, 
Each Trojan boſom with new warmth he fires, 
And now the God, from forth his ſacred fane, 
Produc'd Æneas to the ſhouting train; 
Alive, unharm'd, with all his peers around, 
Erect he ſtood, and vigorous from his wound: 
Enquiries none they made; the dreadful day 
No pauſe of words admits, no dull delay; 
Fierce diſcord ſtorms, Apollo loud exclaims, 
Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the field 's in fame 
Stern Diomed with either Ajax ſtood, 
And great Ulyſſes, bath'd in hoſtile blood, 
_ Embodied cloſe, the labouring Grecian train 
he fierceſt ſhock of charging hoſts ſuſtain. 
VUnmov' d and ſilent, the whole war they w ait, 
Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fate. 
So when th' embattled clouds in dark array, 
Along the ſkies their gloomy lines diſplay; 
When now the north his boiſterous rage has ſpent, 
And peaceful ſleeps the liquid element: 
Ihe low-hung vapours motionleſs and ſtill, 
Reſt on the ſummits of the ſhaded hill; 
Till the maſs ſcatters as the winds ariſe, 
Diſpers'd and broken through the ruffled ſkies, 
Nor was the general wanting to his train, 
F rom troop to troop he toils through all the plain, | 
Ve Greeks, be men! the charge of battle bear; 
|  Yourbrave aſſociates and yourſelves revere! 
Let glorious acts more glorious acts inſpire, 
And catch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire! 
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lour's fide the odds of combat lie, 65 5 
rare live glorious, or lamented die; 5 
vretch who trembles in the field of fame, 

« death, and worſe than death, eternal ſhame, 

fe words he ſeconds with his flying lance; 

meet whoſe point was ſtrong Deicoon's chance, 668 
ens friend, and in his native place 
nour'd and lov'd like Priam's royal race: 

z had he fought the foremoſt in the field, 

nw the monarch's lance tranſpierc'd his ſhield : 

; ſhield too weak the furious dart to ſtay, 665 
ugh his broad belt the weapon forc'd its way: 
| orizly wound diſmiſs'd his ſoul to hell, 

$arms around him rattled as he fell, 

e fierce Eneas, brandiſhing his blade, 1 
wt Orfilochus and Chrethon laid, 670 
oe fire Diöcleus, wealthy, brave, and great, 
rell-built Pherz held his lofty ſeat : 

ung from Alpheiis plenteous ſtream ! that yields 
aſe of harveſts to the Pylian fields. = 
got Orſilochus, Diöcleus ge, 675 
theſe deſcended in the third degree, | 
"early expert in the martial toil, 

ible ſhips they left their native ſoil, 

wenge Atrides : now untimely ſlain, „ 
ky fell with glory on the Phrygian plain. 680 
ro young mountain lions, nurs'd with blood, 
lep receſſes of the gloomy Wood. 

Ih fearleſs to the plains, and uncontroul'd 
Populate the ſtalls, and waſte the fold; 


nt, 


Till 


„ 


His bended arm receiv'd the falling fone. 
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Till pierc'd at diſtance from their native den, 
O'erpower'd they fall beneath the force of men. 
Proſtrate on earth their beauteous bodies lay, 
Like mountain firs as tall and ſtraight as they, 
Great Menelaus views with pitying eyes, 
Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies; 6 
Mars urg'd him on; yet, ruthleſs in his hate, 
The God's but-urg'd him to provoke his fate. 
He thus advancing, Neſtor's valiant ſon 

| Shakes for his danger, and neglects his own; 

Struck with the thought, ſhould Helen's had be fair 

And all his country's glorious labours vain. 
n Already met the threatening heroes ſtand; 
The ſpears already tremble in their hand: 

In ruſh'd Antilochus, his aid to bring, 
And fall or conquer by the. Spartan king, h 
Theſe ſeen, the Dardan backward turn'd his * 
Brave as he was, and ſhun'd unequal force, 

Ihe breathleſs bodies to the Greeks they drew, 
Then mix'd in combat, and their toils renew, 
Firſt Pylæmenes, great in battle bled, 

Who ſheath'd in braſs the Paphlagonians led. 
Altrides mark d him where ſublime he ſtood; 
Fix d in his throat, the javelin drank his blood. 
The faithful Mydon, as he turn'd from fight 
His flying courſer, ſunk to endleſs night: 

A broken rock by Neſtor's ſon was thrown; 
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From his numb'd hands the ivory- Rudded reins, 
Dropt in the duſt, are trail'd along the plains: |} 
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Lvhile his temples feel a deadly wound : 718 
gans in death, and ponderous finks to ground; 
n drove his helmet in the ſands, and there 
- head ſtood fix d, the quivering legs in air, 
trampled flat beneath the courſer's feet: 720) 
E routhful victor mounts his empty ſeat, g 
d bears the prize in triumph to the fleet. 
(rat Hector ſaw, and raging at the view, 
ur on the Greeks ; the Trojan troops purſue: 
res his hoſt with animating cries, | 5 
i brings along the furies of the ſkies, 1725 
rs, ſtern deſtroyer! and Bellona dread, | 
me in the front, and thunder at their head : 
is {wells the tumult and the rage of fight; 
at ſhales a ſpear that caſts a dreadful light, : 
er Hector march'd, the God of battles ſhin'd, - 30 
y ſtorm'd before him, and now rag'd behind. 
dides paus'd amidſt his full career; _ 
en firſt the hero's manly breaſt knew fear. 
when ſome ſimple ſwain his cot forſakes, 
(wide through fens an unknown journey takes; 
lance a ſwelling brook his paſſage ſtay, 
(foam 1mpervious croſs the wanderer's way, 
alas d he ſtops, a length of country paſt, 
the rough waves, and, tir'd, returns at laſt. 
d no leſs the great Tydides ſtands: 740 
tay'd, and, turning, thus addreſs'd his bands: 
o wonder, Greeks! that all to Hector yield, 
ne of favouring Gods, he takes the field: 
[trokes they ſecond, and avert our ſpears: 
od where Mars in mortal arms appears! 745 
| eh Retire 
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Retire then, warriours, but ſedate and ſlow; 
Retire, but with your faces to the foe, 
Truſt not too much your unavailing might; 
"IM not with Troy, but with the Gods ye fight, 
' Now near the Greeks the black battalions drew; 
And firſt two leaders valiant Hector ſlew: 
His force Anchialus and Mneſthes found. 
In every art of glorious war renown'd; _ 
In the ſame car the chiefs to combat ride, 
And fought united, and united died. 
Struck at the ſight, the mighty Ajax glows 
With thirſt of vengeance, and aſſaults the foes, 
His maſly ſpear with matchleſs fury ſent, 
Through Amphius' belt and heavy belly went: 
Amphius Apzſus' happy ſoil poſſeſs'd, 
With herds abounding, and with treaſure bleſs'; 
But fate reſiſtleſs from his country led 
The chief, to periſh at his people's head.” 
Shook with his fall, his brazen armour rung, 
And fierce, to ſeize it, conquering Ajax ſprung; »f 
Around his head an iron tempeſt rain'd; 
A wood of ſpears his ample ſhield ſuſtain'd ; 
Beneath one foot the yet-warm corpſe he preſt, 
And drew his javelin from the bleeding breaſt: 
Hie could no more; the ſhowering darts hangs 11 
Jo ſpoil his glittering arms and plumy pride. 
| Now foes on foes came pouring on the field, 
With briſtling lances, and compacted ſhields; 
Till, in the ſteely circle ſtraiten'd round, 
Forcꝰd he gives way, and ſternly quits the ground. 
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While thus they ſtrive, 'Tlepolemus the great, 
yd by the force of unreſiſted fate, 

n with deſire Sarpedon's ſtrength to prove; 
cides offspring meets the ſon of Jove. 
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E:th'd in bright arms each adverſe chief came on, 780 


es great deſcendant, and his greater ſon. 
par d for combat ere the lance he toſs'd, 


W: caring Rhodian vents his haughty boaſt : 


chat brings this Lycian counſellor ſo . 
\ tremble at our arms, not mix in war? 788 
oy thy vain ſelf; nor let their flattery move, 
oftyle thee ſon of cloud-compelling Jove. 

far unlike thoſe chiefs of race divine, 

alt the difference of their deeds and thine! 

got ſuch heroes as my fire, whoſe ſoul _ 790 
fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell controul. 

y felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts Rand 

vd on the ruins of his vengeful hand: 

th fix ſmall ſhips, and but a ſlender train, 

kft the town a wide-deſerted plain. 795 
what art thou? who deedleſs Iook'ſt around, 

le unreveng d thy Lycians bite the ground: 

ad to Troy thy feeble force can be; 

vert thou greater, thou muſt yield to me. 
edby my ſpear, to endleſs darkneſs gol © 3800 
axe this preſent to the ſhades below, 
te ſon of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 

6 taughty ſpoke. The Lycian king reply'd : 

fire, O prince! o'erturn'd the Trojan ftate, 
e perjur d monarch well deſery'd his fate; og 
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Thoſe heavenly ſteeds the hero ſought ſo far, 
Falſe he detain'd, the juſt reward of war. 

Nor ſo content, the generous chief defy'd, 
With baſe reproaches and unmanly pride. 
But you, unworthy the high race you boaſt, 51 
Shall raiſe my glory when thy own is loſt: 
Now meet thy fate, and, by Sarpedon lain, 
_ one more ghoſt to Pluto's gloomy reign, 
He ſaid : both javelins at an inſtant flew ; 
Both ſtruck, both wounded; but Sarpedon's flew: F 
Full in the boaſter's neck che weapon ſtood, 
Transfix'd his throat, and drank the vital blood; 
The ſoul diſdainful ſeeks the caves of night, 
And his ſeal'd eyes for ever loſe the light. 
Vet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 9 
Thy angry lance; which, piercing to the bone 
Sarpedon's thigh, had robb'd the chief of breath; 
But Jove was preſent, and forbade the death. 

\ Borne from the conflict by the Lycian throng, | 

The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. 97 

| {His friends, each buſied in his ſeveral part, 

[ Through haſte, or danger, had not drawn t the dart, And 
The Greeks with ſlain Tlepolemus retir'd; 
Whoſe fall Ulyſſes view'd, with fury fr d; 

Doubful if Jove's great ſon he ſnould purſue, 

Or pour his vengeance on the Lycian crew. 
But Heaven and Fate the firſt deſign withlland,/ 
Nor this great death muſt grace Ulyſſes' hand. 
Minerva drives him on the Lycian train; 
Alaſtor, Cromius, Halius, ſtrow d the plain, 1 

| Alcan 
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lender, Prytanis, Noemon fell: 
numbers more his ſword had ſent to hell, 
zut Hector ſaw; and, furious at the fight, 
10d terrible amidſt the ranks of fight. 5 
it joy Sarpedon view'd the wiſh'd relief, 849 
nd, faint, lamenting, thus implor'd the chief: 
Or ſuffer not the foe to bear away 

y helpleſs corple, an unailifted prey ; 

f], unbleſt, muſt ſee my ſon no more, 

ſy much- lov d conſort, and my native ſhore, 

et let me die in Ilion's ſacred wall; 

tor, in whoſe cauſe J fell, ſhall mourn my fall, 
He ſaid, nor Hector to the chief replies, 
put takes his plume, and fierce to combat flies; 
wit as a whirlwind, drives the ſcattering foes; 
and dyes the ground with purple as he goes. 

Beneath 2 N Jove's conſecrated ſhade, 

His mournful friends divine Sarpedon laid: 

rave Pelagon, his favourite chief, was nigh, 
Who wrench'd the javelin from his ſinewy thigh, 
The fainting ſoul ſtood ready wing'd for flight, 
And o'er his eve- balls ſwam the ſhades of night; 
But Boreas riſing freſh, with gentle breath, 
Recall'd his ſpirit from the gates of death, 

The generous Greeks recede with tardy pace, 
Though Mars and Hector thunder in their face; 
WM turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 

Slow they retreat, and ev'n retreating fight. 

Who firſt, who laſt, by Mars and Hector s hand 
Glretch d in their blood, lay gaſping on the ſand? I 55 
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Oreſbius laſt fell groaning at their fide; 
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Teuthras the great, Oreſtes the renowned 

For manag'd ſteeds, and Trechus preſs'd the ground: 
Next Oenomaus, and Oenops' offspring dy'd; 
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Oreſbius, in his painted mitre gay, 90 
In fat Bœotia held his wealthy ſway, 

Where lakes ſurround low Hyle's watery plain; 
A prince and people ſtudious of their gain. 
The carnage Juno from the ſkies ſurvey'd, 


And, touch'd with grief, beſpoke the blue-ey'd Mail 
Oh fight accurs'd ! ſhall faithleſs Troy prevail, Urte! 
And ſhall our promiſe to our people fail! 2 a 
How vain the word to Menelaiis given 1 
By Jove's great daughter and the ( Queen of Heaven, E ; 
Beneath his arms that Priam's towers ſhould fall; 8% WF 
If warring Gods for ever guard the wall! * 10 
Mars, red with ſlaughter, 2305 our hated foes: Rue. 
_ Haſte, let us arm, and force with force oppoſe! | " £5 
She ſpoke; Minerva burns to meet the war: AR 
And now heaven's empreſs calls her blazing car, $8 hh : 
At her command ruſh forth the ſteeds divine; fg 
Rich with immortal gold their trappings ſhine, # nd th 
Bright Hebè waits; by Hebe, ever young, Tm 
Nu be whirling heels are to the chariot hung, That d 
On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel E 
Of ſounding braſs; the poliſh'd axle fteel. =... 
Eight brazen] * in radiant order flame ; be CG 
The circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, ook! 
Such as the heavens produce: and round the gold 0 

- Two brazen rings of work divine were roll'd, bud 
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© Swift at the ſcourge th' ethereal courſers fr, 
While the ſmooth chariot cuts the liquid ſky, 


Involve in clouds th' eternal gates of day, 
Or the dark barrier roll with eaſe away. 
The ſounding hinges ring; on either fide 


Where far apart the Thunderer fills his throne; 
O'er all the Gods ſuperiour and alone. 


The fiery ſeeds, and thus to Jove complains: 


. Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll ? 
What lawleſs rage on yon forbidden plain, 


Venus, and Phoebus with the dreadful bow, 
Smile on the ſlaughter, and enjoy my woe. 
M.,ad, furious power! whoſe unrelenting mind, 


Gol! and the great Minerva be thy aid, 
Jo tame the monſter-god Minerva knows,. 


And oft afflicts his r breaſt With woes. 
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Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the powers, 

Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged hours: 
Commiſſion'd in alternate watch they ftand, F 
The ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command, 


The gloomy volumes pierc'd with light, * q 
'The chariot mounts, where deep 1 in ambient Kies 


Confus'd, Olympus' hundred heads ariſe: 


There with her ſnowy hand the Queen reſtrains q 


O Sire! can no reſentment touch thy ſoul? 


What raſh deftrution! and what heroes ſlain! 


No God can govern, and no juſtice bind. V 
Say, mighty father! ſhall we ſcourge his pride, q 
And drive from fight th' impetuous homicide? At 


To whom aſſenting, thus the Thunderer ſaid: 0 
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e ſaid; Saturnia, ardent to obey, 
ad her white ſteeds along th' atrial Way. 
gilt down the ſteep of heaven the chariot rolls, 
teen th? expanded earth and ſtarry poles. 
ur a 2 ſhepherd, from ſome point on high, 960 
her the wide main extends his boundleſs eye; 
[krongh ſuch a ſpace of air, with thundering ſound, 
t every leap th' immortal courſers bound : | 
ry now they reach'd, and touch'd thoſe banks divine 
ſhere filver Simois and Scamander join. 965 
here Juno ſtopp'd, (and her fair ſteeds unloos'd) 
ar condens'd a vapour circumfus'd : 
For theſe, ee with celeſtial dew 
n Simois' brink ambroſial herbage grew. | 5 
lence to relieve the fainting Argiee throng, .970 
Enooth as the ſailing doves, they glide along. . 
The beſt and braveſt of the Grecian band 
[\warlice circle) round Tydides ſtand- 
doch was their look as lions bath'd in blood, 
(rfoaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 975 
Karen's empreſs mingles with the mortal crowd, 
Andſhouts, in Stentor's ſounding voice, aloud : 
tentor the ſtrong, endued with brazen lungs, 
Woke throat ſurpaſs'd the force of fifty tongues. 
Inglorious Argives! to your race a ſhame, 980 
And only men in figure and in name! 
Once from the walls your timorous foes en gag'd, 

ile fierce in war divine Achilles rag'd; 
Now ſuing fearleſs they poſſeſs the «RE 
Now win the ſhores, and ſcarce the ſeas remain. 989 
6 © Wy Her 


urs: 


| Whoſe ample belt, that o'er his ſhoulders lay, 


5 Not fear, thou know'ſt, withholds me from the plan 


ads  POPE'S HUMMER. 
Her ſpeech new fury to their hearts convey'd; 
While near Tydides ſtood th' Athenian maid; 
The king beſide his panting ſeeds ſhe found, 
O'erſpent with toil, repoſing on the ground: 
To cool his glowing wound he fat apart 
(The wound inflicted by the Lycian dart); 
Large drops of ſweat from all his limbs deſcend; 
Beneath his ponderous ſhield his finews bend, 


| Heeas'd, and waſh'd the clotted gore away, 
The Goddeſs leaning o'er the bending yoke, 
Beſide his courſers, thus her filence broke: 
Degenerate prince! and not of Tydeus' kind, 
Whoſe little body lodg'd a mighty mind 
| Foremoſt he preſs'd in . toils to hare, 100 
And ſcarce refrain d wha J forbade the war, 
Alone, unguarded, once he dar'd to go 
And feaſt, encircled by the Theban foe; 
There brav'd, and vanquiſh' d, many a hardy kniokt; 
duch nerves I gave him, and ſuch force in fight. 100 
Thou too no leſs haſt been my conſtant care; 
Thy hands I arm'd, and ſent thee forth to war: 
Hut thee or fear deters, or ſloth detains ; 
No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. 
Ihe chief thus anſwer'd mild: Immortal maid! 
I own thy preſence, and confeſs thy aid. 


Nor ſloth hath ſeiz'd me, but thy word reftrains: 
From warring Gods thou bad'ſt me turn my ſpear, | 


And Venus only found reſiſtance here. . 10k 
| | | yy | Neno 
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nce, Goddeſs! heedful of thy high commands, 
Loth I gave way, and warn'd our Argive bands : 

For Mars, the homicide, theſe eyes beheld, 

With Naughter red, and raging round the field. 

Then thus Minerva. Brave Tydides, hear! 1620 
Not Mars himſelf, nor aught immortal, fear, 

Full on the God impel thy foaming horſe: 

Pallzs commands, and Pallas lends thee force. 

Ph, furious, blind, from theſe to thoſe he flies, 

Ind every fide of wavering combat tries; 1025 
Large promiſe makes, and breaks the ani made; 

bw gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid. 

dhe laid, and to the ſteeds approaching near, 

rew from his ſeat the martial charioteer, _ ; 

he vigorous power the trembling car aſcends, De 30 
Fierce for revenge, and Diomed attendees. 
The groaning axle bent beneath the load; 7 

do great a Hero, and ſo great a d. 

he ſnatch'd the reins, ſhe laſh'd with all her force, 

nd full on Mars impell'd the foaming horſe: 10 30. 
but firſt to hide her heavenly viſage foread 7 
Black Orcus' helmet o'er her radiant head. 

Juſt then gigantic Periphas lay ſlain, 

Ihe ſtrongeſt warriour of th* Ætolian train; 

i God, who flew him, leaves his proſtrate Prize = 
dtretch'd where he fell, and at T ydides flies. 

Now, ruſhing fierce, in equal arms appear, 

Ihe daring Greek; the dreadful God of war! 

Full at the chief, above his courſer's head, 3 
from Mars's arm th' enormous weapon fled: © 1045 
„„ Pallas 
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Pallas oppos'd her hand, and caus'd to glance, 
Far from the car, the ſtrong immortal lance. 
Then threw the force of Tydeus' warlike ſon; 
The javelin hiſs'd ; the Goddeſs urg'd it on: 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 10% 
It pierc'd the God: his groin receiv'd the wound, 

From the rent kin the warriour tugs again 
The ſmoaking ſteel. Mars bellows with the pain: 
Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 
When ſhouting millions ſhake the thunde ring field, 

Poth armies ſtart, and trembling gaze ed; 
And earth and heaven er to the ſound. 

As vapours blown by Auſter's ſultry breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and ſhedding ſeeds of death, 
| Beneath the rage of burning Sirius riſe, 406 

Choke the parch'd earth, and blacken all the lis; 
In ſuch a cloud the God from combat driven, 
High o'er the duity whirlwind ſcales the heaven, 
Wild with his pain, he ſought the bright abodes, 

There ſullen fate beneath the Sire of Gods, 100 

Show'd the celeſtial blood, and with a groan 
Thus pour'd his plaints before th* immortal throne: 

Caan Jove, ſupine, flagitious facts ſurvey, 
And brook the furies of this daring day? 

For mortal men celeſtial powers engage, . 

And Gods on Gods exert eternal rage. 

From thee, O father! all theſe ills we bear, 
And thy fell daughter with the ſhield and ſpear: 

Thou gav'ſt that fury to the realms of light, 
Pernicious, wild, regardleſs of the right, i 
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Yi bearen beſide reveres thy ſovereign ſway, 

[iy voice we hear, and t! ay beheſts obey : 

15 hers t' offend, and ev'n offending ſhare | 
Thy breaſt, thy counſels, thy diſtinguiſh'd care: 
boundleſs ſhe, and thou ſo partial grow, 1080 
ell may we deem the wonderous birth thy OWN, 

Now frantic Diomed, at her command, 

Againſt th' Immortals lifts his raging hand: 

| heavenly Venus firſt his fury found, 

Me next encountering, me he dar'd to wound; 108 5 
anquiſh'd I fled: ev'n I the God of fight, 

rom mortal madneis ſcarce was ſav'd by flight. 
Flchad'it thou ſeen me fink on yonder plain, 
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th, Heap d round, and heaving under loads of ſlain! "FN 
0 or, pierc'd with Grecian darts, for ages lie, 1000 1 


2 2 be 


ondemn'd to pain, though fated not to die. 

Him thus upbraiding, with a wrathfullook _ 

The Lord of Thunders view'd, and ſtern beſpoke : ; 

[To me, perfidious! this lamenting firain? 

Of lawleſs force ſhall lawleſs Mars complain? 1095 
Or all the Gods who tread the ſpangled ſkies, 

Thou moſt unjuft, moſt odious in our eyes! 

Inhuman diſcord is thy dire delight, 

The waſte of laughter, and the rage of fight. 5 
No bound, no law, thy fiery temper quells, 1100 
And all thy mother in thy ſoul rebels. 
In vain our threats, in vain our power we uſe; ; 

de gives th' example, and her ſon purſues. 

Let long th' inflited pangs thou ſhalt not mourn, 
Sprung ince thou art from Jove, and heavenly born. 
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| Glorious he ſate, in majeſty reſtor' d, 
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Elſe, ſing'd with lightning had'ſt thou hence hey 
thrown, 

Where chain'd on burning . che Titans groan, 

Thus he who ſhakes Olympus with his nod; 

| Then gave to Pæon's care the bleeding God. 

With gentle hand the balm he pour'd around, 116 
And heal'd th' immortal fleſh, and clos'd the wound. 

As when the fig's preſt juice, infus'd in cream, 7 

To curds coagulates the liquid ſtream, 

Sudden the fluids fix, the parts combin'd; 

Such, and fo ſoon, th' ætherial texture join'd. 1 

Cleans'd from the duſt and gore, fair Hebe dreſ 

His mighty limbs in an immortal veſt. 


Faſt by the throne of heaven's — Lord. 
Juno and Pallas mount the bleſt abodes, 1 
Tr taſk e d, and mix et the Gods, 
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ARGUMENT, 


| The Epiſode of Glancus and Diced, and of Het 


and Andromache, 


THE Gods having left the field, the Grecians preral 
Helenus, the chief augur of Troy, commands Hee. 
tor to return to the city, in order to appoint a ſolemn 
| proceſſion of the queen and the Trojan matrons y 
the temple of Minerva, to entreat her to remore} 
omed from the fight. The battle relaxing durin 
the abſence of Hector, Glaucus and Diomed har 
an interview between the two armies ; where coming 
to the knowledge of the friendſhip and hoſpitalit 

| paſt between their anceſtors, they make exchang 
of their arms, Hector, having performed the order 
of Helenus, prevails upon Paris to return to the batt 
and, taking a tender leave of his wife Andromact 
daſtens again to the field. 1 


The ſcene is firſt in the field of battle, betwet 
the river Simois and Wanne. and then chang 
to Troy. 


BOOK VI 


o w Hare forſakes the fight th' immortals 
yield, 


lo human force and human ain, the field: 
Dare ſhowers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 


* Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows; 

ns chile Troy's fam” d ” ſtreams, that bound the de eathful 
el plain, ; 8 
"mn In either fide run purple to 3 main. | 

bay | | 

min Great Ajax firit to conqueſt led the way, 


groe the thick ranks, and turn'd the doubtful day. 

he Thracian Acamas his faulchion found, | 

nd hew'd th enormous giant to the ground 10 
His thundering arm a l ſtroke inprel : 
Where the black horſe-hair nodded o'er his creſt: 

Fix'd in his front the brazen weapon lies, 

\nd ſeals in endleſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 


Mylus, hoſpitable, rich, and good: 

In fair Ariſbe's walls (his native place) 

He held his ſeat; a friend to human race. 

Faſt by the road, his ever-open door 

Ublig'd the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor, 20 
yy To 

* Scamander and Simois. 


Next Teuthras' ſon diſtain'd the ſands with blood, T8 
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To ftern Tydides now he fall a prey, 

No friend to guard him in the dreadful day ' 
Breathleſs the good man fell, and by his id 
His faithful ſervant, old Caleſius, dy'd. 

Buy great Euryalus was Dreſus flain, T 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain, 
Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 
From a fair Naial and Bucolion ſyrung: 
(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed, 
That monarch's firſt- born by a foreign bed; 30 

In ſecret woods he won the Naiad's grace, 
And two fair infants crown'd his ſtrong embrace.) 

Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms; 
I be ruthleſs victor ſtripp'd their ſhining arms. 

Aſtyalus by Polypœtes Ry: 

Ulyſſes' ſpear Pydytes ſent to hell; 

By Teucer's ſhaft brave Aretaön bled, 

And Neſtor's ſon laid ftern Ablerus dead; 
Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, 
The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 
Who held in Pedaſus his proud abode, 

And till'd the banks where filver Satnio flow d. 

Melanthius by Eurypylus was ſlain; 

And Phylacus from Leitus flies in — 
Unbleſt Aſtraſtus next at mercy lies 
Beneath the Spartan ſpear, a living prize. 

Scar'd with the din and tumult of the ight 5 

His headlong ſteeds precipitate in fli at, 

Ruſh'd on a tamariſk's ſtrong trunk, and broke 


T he ſhatter d chariot from the crooked yoke; : 30 
| wm 


; 
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Wile o'er the field, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 
Tor Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 

Prone on his face he finks beſide the wheel: 

Atrides o'er him ſhakes his vengeful ſteel ; 

The fallen chief in ſuppliant ooftare vials 

The vikor's knees, and thus his prayer addreſs'd: 

Oh, ſpare my youth : and for the life I owe 

Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow, 

When fame ſhall tell, that, not in battle lain, 

Thy hollow ſhips his captive ſon detain ; 60 
Rich heaps of brats ſhall in thy tent be told, 

And ſteel well temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 

He ſaid ; compaſſion touch'd the hero's heart; 

e food, ſuſpended, with the lifted dart: : 
5 pity pleaded for his vanquiſh'd prize, 5 
tern Agamemnon ſwift to vengeance flies, 

nd furious thus: Oh impotent of mind! 

mall theſe, ſhall theſe Atrides' mercy find ? 

dell haſt thou known proud Troy's perſidious land, 
fad well her natives merit at thy hand! 


70 
Not one of all the race, nor ſex, nor age, f 
Phall fave a Trojan from our boundleſs rage: 
lion ſhall periſh whole, and bury all; 
ſer babes, her infants at the breaſt, ſhall fall. 
dreadful leſſon of exampled fate, 75 


To warn the nations, and to curb the great! 


The monarch ſpoke ; the words with warmth addreſt, 
o rigid juſtice ſteel d his brother's breaſt. 


Fierce from his knees the hapleſs chief he thruſt ; ; 


be monarch's javelin ftretch'd him i in the duſt, 80 
Vol, XLVIII. —— 2 Then 


Io touch the booty, while a foe remains. 


„Wit to conſult, and active to defend! 
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'Then preſſing with his foot his panting heart, 
Forth from the ſlain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 
Old Neſtor ſaw, and rouz'd the warriours' rage! 
Thus, heroes! thus the vigorous combat wage! 


No ſon of Mars deſcend, for ſervile gains, 95 


Behold yon glittering hoſt, your future ſpoil! 
Firſt gain the conqueſt, then reward the toil, 
And now had Greece eternal fame acquir'd, 
And frighten'd Troy within her walls retir'd; 9 
Had not ſage Helenus her ſtate redreſt, 
_ Taught by the Gods that mov'd his ſacred breaft, 
Where Hector ſtood, with great Æneas n 
Ihe ſeer reveal'd the counſels of his mind: 
Ve: generous chiefs! on whom th' immortals lay 9 
The cares and glories of this doubtful day; 
On whom your aids, your country's hopes depend; 


Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 
Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight; 100 
Ere yet their wives' ſoft arms the cowards gain, 
The ſport and inſult of the hoſtile train. 
When your commands have hearten'd every band, 
Ourſelves, here fix d, will make the dangerous ſtand; 
Preſt as we are, and ſore of former fight, lo 
Theſe ſtraits demand our laſt remains of might. 
Meanwhile, thou Hector to the town retire, 
And teach our mother what the Gods require: 
Direct the queen to lead th' aſſembled train 
Of Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane ; J 
Unbar 
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Thar the ſacred gates, and ſeek the power 
Vith offer d vows, in Ilion's topmoſt tower. 
Thelargeſt mantle her rich wardrobes hold, 
oft priz'd for art, and labour'd o'er with gold, 
Before the Goddeſs' honour'd knees be fpread; 11 5 
nd twelve young heifers to her altar led: 
If ſo the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 
ur wives, our infants, and our city ſpare, 
Ind far avert Tydides waſteful ire, 
That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy retire. 
ot thus Achilles taught our hoſts to dread, 
prung though he was from more than mortal bed; 
ot thus reſiſtleſs rul'd the ſtream of fight, 
nrage unbounded, and unmatch'd in might. 
Hector obedient heard; and with a bound, 125 
eap'd from his trembling chariot to the ground; 
[hrough all his hoſt, inſpiring force, he flies, 
Ind bids the thunder of the battle riſe. 
Vith rage recruited the bold "Trojans glow, | 
nd turn the tide of conflict on the foe: 130 
ierce in the front he ſhakes two dazling ſpears : 
II Greece recedes, and midſt her triumphs fears; 
ame God, they thought, who rul'd the fate of wars, 
bot down avenging, from the vault of ſtars. 
Then thus, aloud : Ye dauntleſs Dardans, hear! 1 35 
nd you whom diſtant nations ſend to war! 
e mindful of the ſtrength your fathers bore; 
till yourſelves, and Hector aſks no more. 
ne hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
nog o bid our altars flame, and victims falls © 140 
bahn „ 92 Nor 
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Nor ſhall, I truſt, the matrons holy train 
And reverend elders, ſeek the Gods in vain. 
This ſaid, with ample ſtrides the hero palt; 
The ſhield's large orb behind his ſhoulder caſt, 
His neck o'erſhading, to his ancle hung; _ 
And as he march'd, "the brazen buckler rung, 
Now paus'd the battle (god-like Hector gone) 
When daring Glaucus and great 'Tydeus' ſon 
Between both armies met: the chiefs from far 
Obſerr'd each other, and had mark'd for w ar. 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began: 
What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man? 
Our eyes, till now, that aſpect ne'er beheld, 
Where fame is reap'd amid th* embattled field; 
Yet far before the troops thou dar'ſt appear, 
And meet a lance the fierceſt heroes fear, 
Unhappy they, and born of luekleſs fires, 
Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires! 
But if from heaven, celeſtial, thou deſcend : 
| Know, with Immortals we no more contend, ik 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 
That daring man who mix'd with Gods i in gelt. | 
| Bacchus, and Bacchus votaries, he drove, 
With brandiſh'd ſteel from Nyſſa's ſacred grove: 
Their conſecrated ſpears lay ſcatter'd round, 1 
With curling vines and twiſted ivy bound; 
| While Bacchus headlong ſought the briny flood, 
And Thetis' arm receiv d the trembling God. 
Nor fail'd the crime th' immortals' wrath to more, 
43 It immortals bleſt with endleſs caſe ow! 11 
OP | Depair 


45 


T9 


ILI AD, Boo VI. 
Nepriv'd of fight by their avenging doom, 
Chearleſs he breath'd, and wander'd in the gloom : 
Then funk unpity'd to the dire abodes, 

A wretch accurit, and hated by the Gods! 

| brave not heaven: but if the fruits of earth 175 
gulain thy life, and human be thy birth; 8 
old as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 

yproach, and enter the dark gates of death. 

What, or from whence I am, or who my fire, 


197 


45 


I 
[ite leaves on trees the race of man is found, 

Now green in youth, now withering on the ground; 
Another race the following ſpring te 5 

bey fall ſucceſſive, and ſucceſſive riſe: 

1 0 1 theſe, when thoſe are paſt away. 

t if thou ſtill perſiſt to ſearch my birth, 

fs a tale that fills the ſpacious earih, 

A city ſtands on Argos' utmoſt bound, | 
Argos the fair, for warlike ſteeds renown'd) 192 
olian Sify phus, with wiſdom bleſt, 
ancient time the happy walls poſſeſt, 

[hen call'd Ephyre: Glaucus was his ſon; 

eat Glaucus, father of Bellerophon, 


IN 


Lor'd for that valour which preſerves RY 

ten mighty Prætus Argos' ſceptres bed d. 

Vhoſe hard command Bellerophon obey d. 

ith direful jealouſy the monarch rag'd, 

nd the brave prince in numerous toils epzag'd, 204 
pm oY 3 e For 


ve, 


ert 


Reply'd the chief) can Tydeus' fon enquire ? e 


o generations in their courſe decay; 185 


ho o'er the ſons of men in beauty ſhin'd, 19 8 


For him Antæa burn'd with lawleſs flame, 
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And ſtrove to tempt him from the paths of fame: 
In vain ſhe tempted the relentleſs youth, Wi 
Endued with wiſdom, ſacred fear, and truth, Tt 
Fir'd at his ſcorn the queen to Prætus fled, 20; 
And begg'd revenge for her inſulted bed : Co 
Incens'd he heard, reſolving on his fate; Hi 
But hoſpitable laws reſtrain'd his hate: W. 
To Lycia the devoted youth he ſent, Th 
With tablets ſeal'd, that told his dire i intent, 20 * 
Nov, bleſt by every power who guards the good, - Th 
The chief arriv'd at Xanthus' filver flood : Wi 
There Lycia's monarch paid him honours due, (F: 
Nine days he feaſted, and nine bulls he flew. Cr 
But when the tenth bright morning orient olow'd, mn BW 
The faithful youth his monarch's mandate ſhew'd: Fo 
'The fatal tablets, till that inſtant ſeal'd, | W. 
The deathful ſecret to the king reveal'd, A 
Firſt, dire Chimæra's conqueſt was enjoin'd: W. 
A mingled monſter, of no mortal kind; 220 Hi 
HhBehind a dragon's fiery tail was ſpread; | Hi 
A goat's rough body bore a lion's head; In 
Her pitchy noſtrils flaky flames expire; Hi 
Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. II 
I his peſt he ſlaughter'd (for he read the ſkies, 10 BY 
And trufted Heaven's informing prodigies) by 
Thea met in arms the Soly mæan crew, Te 
( (Fierceſt of men) and thoſe the warriour ſlew, Ti 
Next the bold Amazon's whole force defy'd; 4 
F 


And | conan dd ſtill, for Heaven was on bis TRE 240 
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Nor ended here his toils : his Lycian foes 
At his return, a treacherous ambuſh roſe, 
With levell'd ſpears along the winding ſhore ; 


There fell they breathleſs, and return'd no more. 


At length the monarch with repentant grief 235 
Confeſs'd the Gods, and God-deſcended chief; 
His daughter gave, the ſtranger to detain, 

';th half the honours of his ample reign : 

The Lycians grant a choſen ſpace of round, 

With woods, with vineyards, and with harveſts crown'd, 
There long the chief his happy lot poſſeſs'd. 

With two brave ſons and one fair daughter bleſs'd ; 

(Fair even in heavenly eyes; her fruitful love 
Crown'd with Sarpedon's birth th* embrace of Jove) 
But when at laſt, diſtracted in his mind, 245 
Forſook by heaven, forſaking human kind, . 
Wide o'er th' Aleian field he choſe to tray, | 

Along, forlorn, uncomfortable way! | : 

Woes heap'd on woes conſum'd his waſted heart; 
His beauteous daughter fell by Phœbe'ꝰs dart; x6 
His eldeſt-born by raging Mars was {lain, Tn 


n combat on the Solymœan plain. 


Hippolochus ſurviv'd; from him I came, 
The honour'd author of my birth and name; 


By his decree I ſought the Trojangown, „„ 


by his inſtructions learn to win renown, 
To ſtand the firſt in worth as in command, 
To add new honours to my native land, 
hefore my eyes my mighty fires to place, 
And emulate the glories of our race. = 


„ He 


IIe parting heroes mutual preſents left; 
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He ſpoke, and tranſport fill'd Tydides' heart; 

In earth the generous warriour fix'd his dart, 

Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince addreſt: 

Welcome, my brave hereditary gueſt ! 

'Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 26; 

Nor ftain the ſacred friendſhip of our race. 

Know, chief, our grandfires have been gueſts of old; 

Oeneus the ſtrong, Bellerophon the bold: 

Our ancient ſeat his honour'd preſence grac'd, 
Were twenty days in genial rites he paſs'd, 20 


A golden goblet was thy grandfire's gift 
Oeneus a belt of matchleſs work beko d, 
That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd. 
I his from his pledge] learn'd, which ſafely ſtor d 7 7 
Among my treaſures, ſtill adorns my board: 
(For Tydeus left me young, when 'Thebe's wall 

| Beheld the ſons of Greece untimely fall.) | 
Mindful of this, in friendſhip let us join; 

If Heaven our ſteps to foreign lands incline, 280 
My gueſt in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine, 

Enough of Trojans to this lance ſhall yield, 

„ In the full harveſt of yon ample field, 
Enough of Greeks ſhall die thy ſpear with gore; 

But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 255 

Now change we arms, and prove to either hot, 

We guard the ſriendſhip of the line we boaſt. 

7 Thus having ſaid, the gallant chiefs alight, 
Their hands they join, their mutual faith they plight; 
Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought reſign' d, 290 

(Jove warm'd his boſom and enlarg'd his mind:) 


For 
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Diomed' « braſs arms, of mean Aer 
which nine oxen paid, (a vulgar price ;) 
ve his own, of gold divinely wrought, 


5" 
undred beeves the ſhining purchaſe bought, 
Trojan ſtate, 


293 
ſeantime the guardian of the 


eat Hector, entered at the Scæan gate. 


cath the beech- tree's confecrated ſhades, 


e Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 


bund him flock' d, all preis'd with pious care 

huſhands, brothers, ſons, engag'd in war. 

bids the train in long proceſſion go, 

d fel the Gods t' avert th' impending woe. 

| now to Priam's ately courts he came, 

id on arch'd columns of ſtupendous frame; 

theſe a range of marble ſtructure runs, 
rich parilions of his fifty ſons, 5 

Eity chambers lodg'd : and rooms of tate 
pos'd to thoſe, where Priam's daughters fate : 
dre domes for them and their lov'd f pouſes ſhone, 

equal beauty, and of poliſh'd ſtone. 

ber great Hector pais'd, nor paſs'd unſeen 

royal Hecuba, his mother queen 

ich her Laodico, whoſe beauteous face 

pass d the nymphs of Troy's illuſtrious race): 

gin aà ſtrict embrace ſhe held her ſon, 

Ivreſs'd his hand, and tender thus begun: 

Hector! ſay, what great occaſion calls 
on from fight, when Greece ſurrounds our walls ? 
thou to ſupplicate th' Almighty Power, 

lifted hands from Ilion's lofty tower? 

Stay, 
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Ile brave defender of thy country's right, 
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Stay, till 1 bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, 
In Jove's high name, to ſprinkle on the ground, 
And pay due vows to all the Gods around, 
Then with a plenteous draught refreſh thy ſoul, 
And draw new ſpirits from the generous boy]; 
Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 
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Far hence be Bacchus' gifts (the chief rejoin d: 
 Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, 1 
Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mind, 
Let chiefs abſtain, and ſpaxe the ſacred j Juice 
Io ſprinkle to the Gods, its better uſe, 

By me that holy office were profan'd ; 

III fits it me, with human gore diſtain'd, 
Jo the pure ſkies theſe horrid hands to raiſe, 
Or offer Heaven's great Sire polluted praiſe, 
You with your matrons, go! a ſpotleſs train, 
And burn rich odours in Minerva's fane. 
The largeſt mantle your full wardrobes hold, 
Maoſt priz'd for art, and labour'd o'er with gold, 
Before the Goddeſs' honour'd knees be {pread, 
And twelve young heifers to her altar led. 


So may the Power, aton'd by fervent prayer, ich! 
Our wives, our infants, and our city ſpare, ey { 
And faravert Tydides' waſteful ire, e pi 

Who mows whole troops, and make all Troy retin d 


Oh: 
0y's 
eak 
One 


Be this, O mother, your religious care; 

I go to rouze ſoft Paris to the war ; 

If yet, not loſt to all the ſenſe of ane. 

The recreant warriour hear the voice of fame. 
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could kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 

peſt of Troy, that ruin of our race! 

pto the dark abyſs might he deſcend, 5 

yet ſhould flouriſh, and my ſorrows end. 335 5 
is heard, ſhe gave command; and ſummon'd came 
noble matron and illuſtrious dame. 

Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, 

re treaſur'd odours breath'd a coſtly ſcent. 

re lay the veſtures of no vulgar art, = a 
mian maids embroider'd every part, 

om from ſoft Sidon youthful Paris bore, 
n Helen touching on the Tyrian ſhore, 
ras the queen revoly'd with careful eyes 
e12rious textures and the various dyes, _ 36e-. 
choſe a veil that ſhone ſuperiour far, 1 
d glow'd refulgent as the morning ſtar. 
elf with this the long proceſſion leads; 
& train majeſtically ſlow proceeds. 
on as to Ilion's topmoſt tower they come, 370 
d awful reach the high Palladian dome, To 
Wtcnor's conſort, fair Theano, waits 
pellas prieſteſs, and unbars the gates, 

ih hands uplifted and imploring eyes, ö 
e; 1] the dome with ſupplicating cries. „ 
e prieſteſs then the ſhining veil diſplays, 
xd on Minerva's knees, and thus ſhe prays: 

Uh awful Goddeſs! ever-dreadful maid, © 
07's ſtrong defence, unconquer'd Pallas, aid! D 
ak thou Tydides ſpear, and let him fall 380 
cnc on the duſt before the Trojan wall, 5 


1 
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So twelve young heifers, guiltleſs of the yoke, 
Shall fill thy temple with a grateful ſmoke, 
But thou, aton'd by penitence and prayer, 
Ourſelves, our infants, and cur city ſpare! 
So pray'd the prieſteſs in her holy 2525 | 
So vow d the matrons, but they vow'd invain, 
_ While theſe appear before the Power with prayes 
Hector to Paris' lofty dome repairs. 
Himſelf the manſion rais'd, from ev ery part 
Aſſembling architects of matchleſs art. 
Near Priam's court and Hector's palace lands 
: The pompous ſtructure, and the town commands, 
A ſpear the hero bore of wondrous ſtrength, 
Of full ten cubits wes the lance's length, 
The ſteely point with golden ringlets | join'd, 
Before him brandiſh' 4; at each motion ſhin'd, 
Thus entering, in the glittering rooms he found 
His brother-chief, whoſe uſcleſs arms lay round, 
His eyes delighting with the ſplendid ſhow, 
Brightening the ihield, and poliſhing the bow. 
Beſide him Helen with her virgins ſtands, 
Guides their rich labours, inſt ructs their hands 
im thus unactive, wich an ardent look 
The prince beheld, and high reſenting ſpoke, 
Thy hate to Troy, i is this the time to ſhow? 
(Oh wretch ill-fated, and thy country's foe:) 
Paris and Greece againſt us, both conſpire; 
Thy cloſe reſentment, and their engetul ire, 
For thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall, 


Till heaps of dead alone detend her wall; 


. Wo 
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hee the ſoldier bleeds, the matron mourns, 
1 waſteful wat in all its fury burns. 

orateful man! deſerves not this thy care, 
troops to hearten, and our toils to ſhare? 415 
dle, or behold the conquering flames aſcend, 

fall the Phrygian glories at an end. 

b-other, tis juſt (reply'd the beauteous youth) 

free remonſtrance proves thy worth and truth: 

charge my abſence leſs, oh generous chief! 420 
hate to Troy, than conſcious ſhame and grief: 

re, hid from human eyes, thy brother ſate, 

d mourn'd in ſecret, his and Ilion's fate. 

snow enough: now glory ſpreads her charms, 5 

{ beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 425 
naveſt to-day my happier ſword may bleſs, | 

5 man's to fight, but Heaven's to give ſucceſs, 
while I arm, contain thy ardent mind ; 

oo, and Paris ſhall not lag behind. 
efaid, nor anſwer'd Priam's warlike ſon; 430 
en Helen thus with lowly grace begun: 
Uh generous brother! if the guilty dame, 

t caus'd theſe woes, deſerves a fiſter's name! 
ld Heaven, ere all theſe dreadful deeds were done, | 


205 


Fen 


ands, 


eall, and Paris of thoſe ills the worſt. 0 
oy Helen 


day that ſhow'd me to the golden ſun, 43 1 
d ſeen my death! Why did not whirlwinds bear 
e fatal infant to the fowls of air ? | 
y funk I not beneath the whelmins tide, 
d midſt the roarings of the waters died? = 
ren fill'd up all my ills, and I accurſt 440 
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Helen at leaſt a braver ſpouſe might claim, 

Warm'd with ſome virtue, ſome regard of fame? 

Now, tir'd with toils, thy fainting limbs recline, 

With toils, ſuſtain'd for Paris? ſake and mine: 

The Gods have link'd our miſerable doom, 

Our preſent woe, and infamy to come: 

Wide ſhall it ſpread, and laſt through ages long, 

i Fuer ſad! and theme of future ſong. 

The chief reply d: This time forbids to ref: 
The Trojan bands, by hoſtile fury preſt, 

Demand their Hector, and his arm require; 
Ihe combat urges, and my ſoul 's on fire. 

Urge thou thy knight to march where glory call, 

And timely join me, ere leave the walls. 

Ere yet I mingle in the direful fray, 

My wife, my infant, claim a moment's ſtay; 
This day (perhaps the laſt that ſees me here) 

Demands a parting word, a tender tear: 
This day, ſome God who hates our Trojan land | 


4 


M,ay vanquiſh Hector by a Grecian hand. me 
Hie ſaid, and paſs'd with ſad preſaging heart b 
I os ſeek his ſpouſe, his ſoul's far dearer part; Mi 
At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain: cla 
She, with one maid of all her menjal train, H. 
Had thence retir'd; and with her ſecond j joy, nu 

The young A the hope of Troy, dnl 
Penſive ſhe ſtood on Ilion's towery height, me 
Beheld the war, and ſicken'd at the fight; as | 
There her ſad eyes in vain her lord explore, lis 

Jan 


Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore. 
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ut he who found not whom his ſoul defir'd, 

ofe virtue charm'd him as her beauty fir'd, 

a in the gates, and aſk d what way ſhe bent 

parting ſtep? If to the fane ſne went, 475 
re late the mourning matrons made reſort; 

ought her ſiſters in the Trojan court? 

tothe court, (reply'd th' attendant train) 

& mix'd with matrons to Minerva's fane: Cy 

lion's ſteepy tower ſhe bent her way, 480 

park the fortunes of the doubtful day. A 

j fled, ſhe heard, before the Grecian ſword ; 

heard, and trembled for her abſent lord: 

ated with ſurprize, ſhe ſeem'd to fly, | 

on her cheek, and ſorrow in her eye. 485 

nurſe attended with her infant boy, 

young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 

or, this heard, return d without delay; 

{through the town he trod his former way, 

ugh ſtreets of palaces, and walks of ſtate ; 490 

met the mourner at the Scæan gate. | 
haſte to meet him ſprung the joyful fair, 

blameleſs wife, A&tion's wealthy heir; 

cian Theb8 great Action ſway'd, „ 

Hippoplacus' wide- extended ſhade) 495 

nurſe ſtood near, in whoſe embraces preſt 

only hope hung ſmiling at her breaſt, 

meach ſoft charm and early grace adorn, 

3 the new-born ſtar that gilds the morn. 

is lord infant Hector gave the name 55 500 

kaadrius, from Scamander's honour'd ſtream ; 

Aſtys anax 
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Aſtyanax the Trojans call'd the boy, 

From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silent the warriour ſmil'd, and pleas'd reſign'd 

To tender paſſions all his mighty mind: 
His beauteous princeſs caſt a mournful look, 

Hung on his hand, and then dejected ſpoke; 
Her boſom labour'd with a boding figh, 
And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eye, 

I oo daring prince! ah, whither doſt thou run? | 

Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and ſon! 

And think” y thou not how wretched we ſhall be, hen, 

A widow I, an helpleſs orphan he! 

For ſure ſuch courage length of life denies; 
And thou mutt fall, thy virtve's ſacrifice. 

| Greece in her ſingle heroes ſtrove in vain; 
Now hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou muſt be ſlain! 
Oh grant me, Gods! ere Hector meets his doom, 

All I can aſk of Heaven, an early tomb! 

So ſhall my days in one ſad tenour run, 

And end with ſorrows as they firſt begun. 

Na parent now remains my griefs to ſhare, 

No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 

The fierce Achilles wrapt our walls in fire! 
TLaid Thebè waſte, and flew my warlike fire! {| 
His fate compaſſion in the victor bred; _ 

Stern as he was, he yet rever'd the dead; 

_ His radiant arms preſerv'd from hoſtile ſpoil, 
And laid him decent on the funeral pile ; 
| Then rais'd a mountain where his bones were bum 
The mountain nymphs the rural tomb adorn'd, | 
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des ſylran daughters bade their elms beſtow 

harren hade, and in his honour grow. 

py the ſame arm my ſeven brave brothers fell; 

ne fad day beheld the gates of hell: 535 

le the fat herds and ſnowy flocks they fed; 

id their fields the hapleſs heroes bled ! 

mother ivd to bear the victor's bands, 

equeen of Hyppoplacia's ſylvan lands: | 

Jeem'd too late, ſhe ſcarce beheld again 7 Os 

pleaſing empire and her native plain, 

ten, ah | oppreit by life-conſuming woe, 

fell a victim to Diana's bow. 

Yet, while my Hector fill ſurvives, I ſee 

father, mother, brethren, all, in thee: 545 

s! my parents, brothers, kindred, all wy 

ce more will perith, if my Hector fall, 

wife, thy infant, in thy danger ſhare: 

prore à huſpand's and a father's care! . | 

at quarter moſt the ſkilful Greeks annoy, 550 | 

re yon wild fig-trees join the wall of 'Troy:  _ 
| 


In? | 
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u from this tower defend th' important poſt; 
e Agamemnon points his dreadful hoſt, 
lat paſs Tydides, Ajax, ftrive to gain, 
( there the vengeful Spartan fires his train, 5 55, 2 
rice our bold foes the fierce attack have given, —__ | 
ted by hopes, or dictated from Heaven. | 
t others in the field their arms employ, 5 5 | 
tay my Hector here, and guard his Troy. ö N 
m The chief reply d: That poſt ſhall be my care, 50 
that alone, but all the works of war. . | 
Vol. XLVIII. P How | 
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How would the ſons of Troy, in arms renown'd 
And Troy's proud — whoſe garments fire 
r 1 
Attaint the luſtre of my former name, 
Should Hector baſely quit the field of fame ? 
My early youth was bred to martial pains, 
My ſoul impels me to th' embattled plains : 
Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, 
And guard my father's glories, and my own. 
| Yetcome it will, the day decreed by fates: 
(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates!) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy! muſt bend, 
And ſee thy warriours fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire preſage ſo wounds my __ 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind, 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defil'd with gore, 
Not all my brothers gaſping on the ſnore; 
As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dead; 
I ſee thee trembling, weeping, captive led! 
In Argive looms our battles to deſign, 

And woes, of which ſo large a part was thine! 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's ſpring. 
| There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 
They cry, Behold the mighty Hector's wife! 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to ſee, 

Embitters all thy woes, by naming m. 
The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent how 
A thouſand griefs ſhall waken at the name: 

May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 
Pre(s'd with a load of monumental clay! 
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1 Hlector, wrapt in everlaſting ſleep, 

neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep. 

Thus having ſpoke, th' illuſtrious chief of Troy 

=1ch'd his fond arms to clafp the lovely boy. 595 

e babe clung crying to his nurſe's breaſt, 55 

rd at the dazzling helm, and nodding creſt. 

ih ſecret pleaſure each fond parent ſmil'd, 

Hector haſted to relieve his child, 

þ clittering terrours from his brows unbound, 600 

d plac'd the beaming helmet on the ground. 

jen kiſs'd the child, and, lifting high in air, 

us to the God's preferr'd a father's prayer: 

(thou! whoſe glory fills th* zthereal throne, 

dll ye deathleſs powers! protect my ſon! 60 * 

unt him, like me, to purchaſe juſt renown, . 

oguard the Trojans, to defend the crown, 

gin his country's foes the war to wage, 

1d rife the Hector of the future age! _ 

W when, triumphant from ſucceſsful toils 610 

{heroes ſlain, he bears the reeking ſpoils, 

hole hoſts may hail him with deſerv'd acclaim, 

id ay, this chief tranſcends his father's fame: 

luke, pleas'd, amidſt the general ſhouts of Troy, 

s mother's conſcious heart o'erflows with joy. 615 

lle ſpoke, and, fondly gazing on her charms, 

cor d the pleaſing burthen to her arms; 

ton her fragrant breaſt the babe ſhe laid, 

Ih'd to repoſe, and with a ſmile ſurvey'd. 

le troubled pleaſure ſoon chaſtis'd by fear, 620 

le mingled with a ſmile a tender tear, 
Re, EL. The 


ep 
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+ princeſs parts with a prophetic figh, = 
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The ſoften'd chief with kind compaſſion view'd, 
And dry'd the falling drops, and thus purſued: 
Andromache! my ſoul's far better part, 

Why with untimely ſorrows heaves thy heart? 6 
No hoſtile hand can antedate my doom, 
Till fate condemns me to the filent tomb. 
Fix'd is the term to all the race of earth; _ 
And ſuch the hard condition of our birth, 
No force can then reſiſt, no flight can ſave; {6 
All finis alike, the fearful and the brave. 
No more—but haften to thy taſks at home, 
There guide the ſpindle, and direct the loom; 
Me glory ſummons to the martial ſcene, 
The field of combat is the ſphere for men, {6 
Where heroes war, the foremoſt place I cling, 
Ihe firſt in danger, as the firſt in fame, 

— Thus having ſaid, the glorious chief reſumes 
His towery helmet, black with ſhading plumes, 


Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, 

That eam d at every look: then, moving flow, 

Sought her own palace, and indulg'd her woe. 

There, while her tears deplor'd the god-like man, 

Through all her train the ſoft infection ran, 
The pious maids their mingled ſorrows ſhed, 

And mourn the living Hector, as the dead. 

But now, no longer deaf to honour's call, 

Forth iſſues Paris from the palace wall. 

In brazen arms that caſt a gleamy ray, 6 
Swift through the town the warriour bends his wi 


e wanton courſer thus, with reins unbound, 
per d and proud, he ſeeks the wonted tides, 


head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies ; 
; mane diſhevell'd o'er his ſhoulders flies; 
(fs the females in the diſtant plain, 
ſprings, exulting, to his fields again, 


ams refulgent as the God of day, 
e fon of Priam, glorying in his might, 
hd forth with Hector to the fields of fight. 


nd now, the warriours paſſing on the way, 


hom the noble Hector thus reply'd : 

chief! in blood, and now in arms, ally'd! | 
ly power in war with juſtice none conteſt ; 

own is thy courage, and thy ſtrength confeſt. 


pod-like Paris live a woman's ſlave ! 
F heart weeps blood at what the T rojans ſay, 
d hopes, thy deeds ſhall wipe the ſtain away. 


ſe then, in ail their glorious labours ſhare ; 


ele ills ſhall ceaſe, whene'er by Jove's decree 
crown the bowl to Heaven and Liberty: 


d Greece indignant through her ſeas returns, 


hat pity ſloth ſhould ſeize a ſoul fo brave, 6 


as from his ſtall, and beats the trembling g ground; 


egraceful Paris firſt excus'd his ſta y. 66 


rmuch they ſuffer, for thy ſake in war. 978: 


* 
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| ares, in height of blood, his ſhining ſides; 6 5 5 | 


th equal triumph, ſprightly, bold, and gay, 660 


Ile the proud foe his fruftate triumphs mourns, m : 
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ARGUMENT 


The ſingle Combat of Hector and Ajax, 


THE battle renewing with double ardour upon the je 
turn of Hector, Minerva is under apprehenſions {4 
the Greeks. Apollo, ſeeing her deſcend from Qlyn 
pus, joins her near the Scæan gate, they agree top 

off the general engagement for that day, and inci 
Hector to challenge the Greeks to a ſingle comhy 
Nine of the princes accepting the challenge, the 
is caſt, and falls upon Ajax. Theſe heroes, aft 
ſeveral attacks, are parted by the night. The T 
jans calling a council, Antenor propoſes the deliver 
of Helen to the Greeks, to which Paris will not col 
ſent, but offers to reſtore them her riches. Prian 
ſends a herald to make this offer, and to demand; 
truce for burning the dead; the laſt of which on 
is agreed to by Agamemnon. When the funerl 
are performed, the Greeks, purſuant to the adio 
of Neſtor, erect a fortification to protect their fe 
and camp, flanked with towers, and defended hy; 
ditch and paliſades. Neptune teſtifies his jealouſy 
this work, but is pacified by a promiſe from Jupite 
Both armies paſs the night in feaſting, but Jupite 
diſheartens the Trojans with thunder and other fi 
SG Mm 88 
Ihe three and twentieth day ends with the duelo 
Hector and Ajax: the next day the truce is agree! 
another is taken up in the funeral rites of the ſlan 
and one more in building the fortification before the 
ſhips. So that ſomewhat above three days is employ 
an this book, The ſcene lies wholly in the feld. 


em 


THE 


BOOK VII 


0 ſpeke the guardian of the Trojan ate, 


im Paris follow'd to the dire alarms; 


it long had heav'd the weary oar in vain, 
be bids at length th' expected gales ariſe, 

he gales blow grateful, and the veſſel flies: 

0 welcome theſe to Troy's defiring train; 

te bands are chear'd, the war awakes again. 
Bold Paris firſt the work of death begun 
great Meneſtheus, Areithous' ſon : 

prung from the fair Philomeda's embrace, 

be pleaſing Arne was his native place. 

hen ſunk Eioneus to the ſhades below, 


* kneath his ſteely caſque he felt the blow, 

an il on his neck, from Hector's weighty hand; 
ed, with limbs relax'd, along the land. 
k Glaucus' ſpear the bold Iphinous bleeds, 


xd in the ſhoulder as he mounts his ſteeds; 


pop the cold uſeleſs members qu the ground, 


ith breathing ſlaughter, both reſolv 4 in arms. 
when to ſailors labouring through the main, = 


C 2» 


D Then ruſh'd impetuous through the Scæan gate, 


10 


15 


20 


along he tumbles : his ſlack nerves unbound, 


When 
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This day, the buſineſs of the field ſuſpend ; 
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When now Minerva ſaw her Argives ſlain, 
From vaſt Olympus to the gleaming plain 
Fierce ſhe deſcends : Apollo mark'd her flight, 
Nor ſhot leſs ſwift from Ilion's towery height; 
Radiant they met, beneath the beechen ſhade; 
When thus Apollo to the blue-ey'd Maid. 
What cauſe, O Daughter of almighty Joye! 
Thus wings thy progreſs from the realms above? 1 
Once more impetuous doſt thou bend thy way, 
To give to Greece the long-divided day ? 

Too much has Troy already felt thy hate, 
Now breathe thy rage, and huſh the ſtern debate: 


2 


War ſoon ſhall kindle, and great Ilion bend: 
Since vengeful Goddeſſes confederate join = 
To raiſe her walls, though built by hands divine, 

To whom the Progeny of Jove replies: 

I left, for this, the council of the ſkies ; 
But who ſhall bid conflicting hoſts forbear, 
What art ſhall calm the furious ſons of war? 
To her the God: Great Hector's ſoul i incite 
Jo dare the boldeſt Greek to ſingle fight, _ 
Till Greece, provok'd, from all her numbers non | 
A warriour worthy to be Hector's foe. 

At this agreed, the heavenly powers withdrew; 7 
Sage Helenus their ſecret counſels knew : _ 
Hector, inſpir'd, he ſought : ſo him addreſt, 
Thus told the dictates of his ſacred breaſt : 

O ſon of Priam! let thy faithful ear 
Receive my words; thy friend and brother ber! 
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o forth perſuaſive, and a while engage 

The warring nations to ſuſpend their rages 

Then dare the boldeſt of the hoſtile train 55 
o mortal combat on the liſted plain. 

or not this day ſhall end thy glorious date, 

ne Gods have ſpoke it, and their voice is fate. 
7: ſaid: the warriour heard the word with joy; 


eld by the midſt athwart. On either hand - 
[he ſquadrons part; th' expecting Trojans ſtand: 
eat Agamemnon bids the Greeks forbear ; 

[tey breathe, and huſh the tumult of the war. 


ith filent joy the ſettling hoſts ſurvey : 

1 form of vultures, on the beech's height 

hey fit conceal'd, and wait the future fight. 2 

The thronging troops obſcure the duſky fields, 

orid with briſtling ſpears, and gleaming ſhields. 70 
when a general darkneſs veils the main, 

Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 

te waves ſcarce heave, the face of Ocean lleeps, 

nd a ſtill horrour ſaddens all the deeps : 


it length compos'd they fit, and ſhake the ground. 
reat Hector firſt amidſt both armies broke _ 
ie folemn ſilence, and their powers beſpoke : 
Hear, all ye "Trojans, all ye Grecian bands, 


Creat Jove, averſe our warfare to compoſe, 
Verwhelms the nations with new toils and woes; 


(hen with his ſpear reſtrain'd the youth of Troy, 60 


!' Athenian Maid and glorious God of day 65 


us in thick orders ſettling wide around, 75 


Nhat my ſoul prompts, and what ſome God commands: 80 7 


War 
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220  POPE*'S HOMPFR, 
War with a fiercer tide once more returns, 
Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy burns. 
You then, O princes of the Greeks! appear; 
Tis Hector ſpeaks, and calls the Gods to hear: 
From all your troops ſelect the boldeſt knight, 
And him, the boldeſt, Hector dares to fight. 5 
Here if I fall, by chance of battle ſlain, 
Be his my ſpoil, and his theſe arms remain; 
But let my body, to my friends return d, 
By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn'd. 
And if Apollo, in whole aid I truſt, 
Shall ftretch your daring champion in ithe duſt : 
If mine the glory to deſpoil the foe; 
On Phœbus temple I'll his arms beſtow ; 
he breathleſs carcaſe to your nay ds ſent, 
Greece on the ſhore ſhall raiſe a monument; 
Which when ſome future mariner ſurveys, 
Waſh'd by broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſeas, _ 
Thus ſhall he ſay, © A valiant Greek hes there, . 
By Hector ſlain, the mighty man of war,” 
The ſtone ſhall tell your vanquiſh'd hero's name, 
And diſtant ages learn the victor's faqe. 
This fierce defiance Greece aftoniſh'd heard, 10; 
Bluſh'd to refuſe, and to accept it fear d. 
Stern Menelaiis firſt the filence broke, 5 
And, inly groaning, thus opprobrious ſpoke: 
Women of Greece! Oh ſcandal of your race, 
| Whoſe coward ſouls your manly form diſgrace! 110 
How great the ſhame, when every age ſhall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe ! 4 


C0 


ILITA D, Boo VII. 
\then, reſolve to earth, from whence ye grow, 
\ heartleſs, ſpiritleſs, inglorious crew! _ 
what ye ſeem, unanimated clay! 

elf will dare the danger of the day. 
Tis man's bold taſk the generous ſtrife to try, 
but in the hands of God is victory. 
Theſe words ſcarce ſpoke, with generous ardour preſt, 
's manly limbs in azure arms he dreſt: 120 
at day, Atrides! a ſuperiour hand | 
id ſtretch'd thee breathleſs on the hoſtile ſtrand, 
ut all at once, thy fury to compoſe, 
he kings-of Greece, an awful band, aroſe: 
'nhe their chief, great Agamemnon, preſs'd 125 
iy daring hand, and this advice addreſs'd ; f 
Wither, O Menelaüs! wouldft thou run, 
nd tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee nun? 
fer d though thou art, forbear the raſh deſign; 
feat Hector's arm is mightier far than thine, 130 
vn fierce Achilles learn d its force to fear, 5 
ind trembling met this dreadful ſon of war. 
it thou ſecure amidft thy ſocial band; 
reece in our cauſe ſhall arm ſome e hand, 
Ihe mightieſt warriour of th' Achaian name, 135 
love bold, and burning with deſire of fame, £ 
mtent, the doubtful honour might forego, 
0 great the danger, and ſo ines me toe. -- 
lle ſaid, and turn'd his brother's vengeful mind; 
eſtoop'd to reaſon, and his rage reſign d, 140 
No longer bent to ruſh on certain harms; Ie 
His joyful friends unbrace his azure arms. 
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220 POPE'S HOMH R. 
War with a fiercer tide once more returns, 
Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy burns. 
Vou then, O princes of the Greeks! appear; 
Tis Hector ſpeaks, and calls the Gods to hear: 
From all your troops ſelect the boldeſt knight, _ 
And him, the boldeſt, Hector dares to fight, a in 
Here if I fall, by chance of battle ſlain, 
Be his my ſpoil, and his theſe arms remain; 
But let my body, to my friends return d, 
By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn' d. I 
And if Apollo, in whoſe aid I truſt, E 
Shall ftretch your daring champion in the duſt: _ 
If mine the glory to deſpoil the foe; 5 qo 
On Phoebus? temple I'll his arms bellow; ; 0 
The breathleſs carcaſe to your navy ſent, 7 
Greece on the ſhore ſhall raiſe a monument ; 
Which when ſome future mariner ſurveys, _ 
Waſh'd by broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſeas, 10 
Thus ſhall he ſay, A valiant Greek lies there, 
0 By Hector flain, the mighty man of war.” 
The ſtone ſhall tell your vanquiſh'd hero's name, 
And diſtant ages learn the victor's fame. 
| This fierce defiance Greece aftoniſh'd heard, 10; 
Bluſh'd to refuſe, and to accept it fear c. 
Stern Menelaiis firſt the ſilence broke, 
And, inly groaning, thus opprobrious ſpoke : 


95 


Women of Greece! Oh ſcandal of your race, He 
| Whoſe coward ſouls your manly form diſgrace! 10e 
No I; 


How great the ſhame, when every age ſhall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe! 
BS Os Ek G0 


ILTAD, Book VII. 

\ then, reſolve to earth, from whence ye grow, 
\ heartleſs, ſpiritleſs, inglorious crew! 

elf will dare the danger of the day. 

Tis man's bold taſk the generous ſtrife to try, 

bt in the hands of God is victory, 

| Theſe words ſcarce ſpoke, with generous ardour preſt, 
is manly limbs in azure arms he dreſt : 

at day, Atrides! a ſuperiour hand 

lad fretch'd thee breathleſs on the hoſtile ſtrand, 
Bit all at once, thy fury to compoſe, 
he kings of Greece, an awful band, aroſe: 
En he their chief, great Agamemnon, preſs'd 125 
u daring hand, and this advice addreſs'd : TY 
Mither, O Menelaiis ! wouldſt thou run, 

nd tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee ſhun ? 

nerd though thou art, forbear the raſh deſign; 

brat Hector's arm is mightier far than thine, 130 
Ern fierce Achilles learn'd its force to fer, 

nd trembling met this dreadful ſon of war. 

it thou ſecure amidſt thy ſocial band; : 

recce in our cauſe ſhall arm ſome powerful hand, 

Te mightieſt warriour of th' Achaian name, 1 35 
Hough bold, and burning with deſire of fame, 

mtent, the doubtful honour might forego, 

o great the danger, and ſo brave the foe. 

be ſaid, and turn'd his brother's vengeful mind; 

He ſtoop'd to reaſon, and his rage reſign'd, 140 
No longer bent to ruſh on certain harms ; | 
Bus joyful friends unbrace his azure arms. 
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ge what ye ſeem, unanimated clay! 5 
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There Ereuthalion brav'd us in the field, 


222 POPE'S HOMER. 
3 from whoſe lips divine perſuaſion flows, 
Grave Neſtor, then, in graceful act aroſe. 
Thus to the kings he ſpoke: What grief, what ſhame, 
Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name! 
How ſhall; alas! her hoary heroes mourn 
Their ſons degenerate, and their race a ſcorn? 
What tears ſhall down thy filver beard be roll d, 


Oh Peleus, old in arms, in wiſdom old! Wl 


Once with what joy the generous prince would hear 
Of every chief who fought this glorious war; 

Participate their fame, and pleas'd enquire 
Each name, each action, and each hero's fire! 


Gods! fhould he ſee our warriours trembling ſtand, | 
And trembling all before one hoſtile hand; 1g 


How would he lift his aged arms on high, 
Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die! ; 
Oh ! would to all th' immortal powers above, 


Minerva, Phœbus, and almighty Jove! 6 


Years might again roll back, my youth renew, 
And give this arm the ſpring which once it knew 
When, fierce in war, where Jardan's waters fall 0 


1 led my traops to Phea's trembling wall, 


And with th' Arcadian ſpears my proweſs try d, 16 


Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. 


Proud, Areithous' dreadful arms to weild; 
Great Areithous, known from ſhore to ſhore 


By the huge, knotted, iron mace he bore; 1 


No lance he ſhook, nor bent the twanging bow, 
But broke, wich Ws the battle of the tor. © 


ILIAD, Book VII. 

im not by manly force Lycurgus flew, 

hoſe guileful javelin from the thicket flew, | 
Yep in a winding way his breaſt aſſail'd, 175 
(or aught the warriour's thundering mace avail'd, 

pine he fell: thoſe arms which Mars before 

ad given the vanquiſh'd, now the victor bore : 

it when old age had dimm'd Lycurgus' eyes, 

o Ereuthalion he confign'd the prize. 180 
ious with this, he cruſh'd our level'd bands, 

Ind dar'd the trial of the ſtrongeſt hands; 

or could the ſtrongeſt hands his fury ſtay ; 

ll faw, and fear'd, his huge tempeſtuous ſway. 

il], the youngeſt of the hoſt appear d. 185 
nd, youngeſt, met whom all our army fear d. 
fought the chief: my arms Minerva crown'd: 

Tone fell the giant o'er a length of ground. 

chat then he was, Oh were you Neſtor now! _ 
fot Hector's ſelf ſhould want an equal foe. 190 
ut, warriours, you, that youthful vigour boaſt, 
te flower of Greece, th' examples of our hoſt, 
prung from ſuch fathers, who ſuch numbers ſway, 
an you ſtand trembling, and deſert the day? - 
is warm reproofs the liſtening kings inflame; 198 
ind nine, the nobleſt of the Grecian name,  _ 
parted fierce : but far before the reſt 
[ieking of men advanc'd his dauntleſs breaſt : 
lden bold Tydides, great in arms appear'd ; 
ind next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear'd ; 200 
Vileus follow'd; Idomen was there, | 


jad Merion dreadful as the God of War: 


i, 


100 
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With theſe Eurypy lus and Thoas ſtand, 
And wiſe Ulyſles clos'd the daring band. 
All theſe, alike inſpir'd with noble rage, 
Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian ſage; | 
Leeſt thirſt of glory your brave ſouls divide; 
What chief ſhall combat, let the lots decide. 
Whom heaven ſhall chuſe, be his the chance to rat 


is country's fame, his own immortal praiſe, 2 


The lots produc'd, each hero ſigns his own; 
Then in the general's helm the fates are thrown; 

The people pray, with lifted eyes and hands, 
And vows like theſe aſcend from all the bands: 

Grant, thou Almighty ! in whoſe hand is fate, 2 

A worthy champion for the Grecian ſtate, f 

his taſk let Ajax or Tydides prove, 

Or he, the king of kings, belov'd by Jore! 
| Old Neftor ſhook the caſque. By heaven inſpir, 


| 5 Leap'd forth the lot, of every Greek deſir'd. 1 


This from the right to left the herald bears, 
Held out in order to the Grecian peers; : 
” Each to his rival yields the mark unknown, 

Till god-like Ajax finds the lot his own ; 

Surveys th' inſcription with rejoicing eyes, u 

Then caſts before him, and with tranſport cries! 
Warriours! I claim the lot, and arm with j Joy; 
Be mine the conqueſt of this chief of Troy. 
Now, while my brighteſt arms my limbs inveſt, 
To Saturn's ſon be all your vows addreſt 1 
But pray in ſecret, leſt the foes ſhould hear, 


And deem your pray ers the mean effect of fear. 
0 dil 
I 


zd I in ſecret? No, your vows declare, 
\ ſuch a voice as fills the earth and air. . 


dix in all the toils of battle bred ? 

dom warlike Salamis I drew my birth, 

ud, born to combats, fear no force on earth. 
He ſaid. The troops, with elevated eyes, 

1 ) Father of mankind, ſuperior Lord! 

lofty Ida's holy hill ador d; 

ho in the higheſt heaven has fix d thy throne, 

preme of Gods! unbounded and alone: 

rant thou, that Telamon may bear away — 245 
te praiſe and conqueſt of this doubtful day: 
Ir if illuſtrious Hector be thy care, 

tat both may claim it, and that both may ſhare. 

Now Ajax brac'd his dazzling Armour on; 


e moves to combat with majeſtic pace 

) ſtalks in arms the grizly God of Thrace, 
hen Jove to puniſh faithleſs men prepares 
nd gives whole nations to the waſte of wars. 


imly he ſmil'd ; earth trembled as he ſtrode: 
s maſſy javelin, quivering in his hand, 

eſtood, the bulwark of the Grecian band. _ 
rough every Argive heart new tranſport ran; 


20 


in Hector paus' d; and, with new doubt oppreſt, 
It his great heart ſuſpended i in his breaſt : 


ILIAD, Book VII. 225 


5 there a chief whom Ajax ought to dread, 5 : 


plore the God, whoſe thunder rends the ſkies : 240 


eath'd in bright ſteel the glant-warriour ſhone : 4 250 
us march'd the chief, tremendous as a God: 5 275 


Toy ſtood trembling at the mighty man: 260 
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"00 POPE'S HOMER. 
„Twas vain to ſeek retreat, and vain to fear; 
Himſelf had challeng'd, and the foe drew near, 
Stern Telamon behind his ample ſhield, 25 
As from a brazen tower, o'erlook'd the field. 
Huge was its orb, with ſeven thick folds o ercaſt, 


Of tough bull-hides; of ſolid braſs the laſt, bro 
(The work of Tychius, who in Hyle dwell'd, ill 
And all in arts of armoury excell'd:) 2rd. 
This Ajax bore before his manly breaſt, © 


And, threatening, thus his adverſe chief addreſt: 
Hector! approach my arm! and fingly know 


eV 


a What ſtrength thou haſt, and what the Grecian foe, _ 


Thou meet'ſt a chief deſerving of thy arms, 


I know to ſhift my ground, remount the car, 


Achilles ſnuns the fight; yet ſome there are, 27 
Not void of ſoul, and not unſkill'd in war: 
Let him, unactive on the ſea-beat ſhore, 

| Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more; 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaſt, 
And ſends thee one, a ſample of her hoſt. 2280 


Such as J am, I come to prove thy might; ut! 
No more be ſudden, and begin the fight. Drove 
O O ſon of Telamon, thy country” 8 pride! een 
( To Ajax thus the Trojan prince reply'd) dpout 
Mie as a boy or woman would'it thou frighht, fete 


New to the field, and trembling at the fight? 
To combat born, and bred amidſt alarms : 


Turn, charge, and anſwer every call of war; 2 
To right, to left, the dexterous lance I wield, 
And bear thick battle on my ſounding ſhield, 


ILIAD, Book VII. 227 
dot open be our fight, and bold each blow; 
T teal no conqueſt from a noble foe. 1 
lle ſaid; and, riſing high above the field, 295 
hirl'd the long lance againſt the ſevenfold hield, 
Full on the braſs deſcending from above 
rough fix bull-hides the furious weapon drove, 
il in the ſeventh it fix d. Then Ajax threw ; 
Through HeRor's ſhield the forceful Javelin Low, 300 
His cl enters, and his garmeat rends, 
nd glancing downwards near his flank deſcends. 
he wary Trojan ſhrinks, and, bending low 
geneath his buckler, diſappoints the blow. 8 
From their bor'd ſhields the chiefs their javelins drew, 
ken cloſe impetuous, and the charge renew: 
Ferce as the mountain-Hons bath'd in blood, 
r foaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 
lt Ajax, Hector his long lance extends; 9 
(he blunted point againſt the buckler bends: 310 
but Ajax, watchful as his foe drew near, | 
Jrove through the Trojan targe the knotty ſpear ; 
treach'd his neck, with matchleſs ſtrength impell'd; 
pouts the black gore, and dims his ſhining ſhield, 
Jet ceas'd not Hector thus; but, ere down, 315 
this ſtrong hand up-heav'd a flinty ſtone, 
lack, craggy, vaſt : to this his force he bends; 
all on the brazen boſs the ſtone deſcends; 

[he hollow braſs reſounded with the ſhock. 
ſhen Ajax ſeiz d the fragment of a rock, 320 
pply'd each nerve, wa ſwinging round on high, 
With force tempeſtuous let the ruinfly : 


"X The 


6; 


But 
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The huge ſtone thundering through his buckler bulk 

His ſlacken'd knees receiv d the numbing ſtroke, 
Great Hector falls extended on the field, 

His bulk ſupporting on the ſhatter'd ſhield : 
Nor wanted heavenly aid: Apollo's might 
 Confirm'd his finews, and reftor'd to fight. 

And now both heroes their broad faulchions drew: 
In flaming circles round their heads they flew, 
But then by heralds' voice the word was given, 
The ſacred miniſters of earth and heaven: 
Divine Talthybius whom the Greeks apy, 
And ſage Idæus on the part of Troy. 
| Between the ſwords their peaceful ſceptres rear 3 


But now the night extends her awful ſhade; 


O Sage! to Hector be theſe words addreſs'd ; 
Let him who firſt provok'd our chiefs to fight, ; To 
. Let him demand the ſanction of the night; f bei 
If firſt he aſk it, I content obey, 
And ceaſe the ſtrife when Hector ſhows the way.“ The 


| Whom heaven adorns, ſuperior to thy kind, 37 


_ Hereaiter we ſhall meet in glorious war, 
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321 


| And firſt Idæus' awful voice was heard: The 
Forbear, my ſons! your farther force to proe, He e 
Both dear to men, and both belov'd of Jove. n 


To either hoſt your matchleſs worth is known, Mite: 


Each ſounds your praiſe, and war 1s all your own, 1 


The Goddeſs parts you: be the night obey d. And 
To whom great Ajax his high ſoul expreſs'd: 


Oh firſt of Greeks! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 


With ſtrength of body, and with worth of mind! 
Now martial law commands us to forbear ; 


8 


ILTAD, Boox VII. 
dome future day ſhall lengthen out the ſtrife, 
And let the Gods decide of death or life 355 
ince then the night extends her gloomy ſhade, 

and Heaven enjoins it, be the night obey'd. 

Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends, 

And joy the nations whom thy arm defends; 

As I ſhall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 359 | 
Who wearies Heaven with vows for Hector's life. 
ut ſet us, on this memorable day, 

ichange ſome gift; that Greece and Troy may ſay, 
Not hate, but glory, made theſe chiefs contend ; 
And each brave foe was in his ſoul a friend.” 365 
With that, a ſword with ſtars of ſilver ac 
The baldrick ſtudded, and the ſheath enchas'd, 

Re gare the Greek. The generous Greek beſtow” d 

A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. _ 

ben with majeſtick grace they quit the . "NEE 
This ſeeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 

The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 

And hatl with joy the champion of their ſtate : 

Eſcap'd great Ajax, they ſurvey'd him round, ” 
live, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. "395 
To Troy's high gates the god- like man they bear, 
Their preſent triumph, as their late deſpair. 

But Ajax, glorying in his hardy deed, 

The well-arm'd Greeks to Agamemnon lead. 85 

\ ſteer for ſacrifice the king deſign' d, 380 
Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. | : 
The victim falls; they ſtrip the ſmoking hide, 

The beat they quarter, and the joints divide; 
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Then f pread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare, 355 
Ihe king himſelf (an honorary ſign) ; 
Before great Ajax plac'd the mighty chine. 
When now the rage of hunger was remov'd, 
| Neſtor, in each perſuaſive art approv'd, 
The ſage whoſe counſels long had ſway'd the reſ 
In w ond like theſe his prudent thought expreſt: 
Ho dear, O kings! this fatal day has coſt! 
Wbat Greeks are periſh'd! what a people loſt ! 
What tides of blood have drench'd Scamandra's ſhore! 
What crowds of heroes ſunk, to riſe no more! 30; 
Then hear me, chief! nor let the morrow's light 
Awake thy ſquadrons to new toils of fight : 
Some fpace at leaſt permit the war to breathe, _ 
While we to flames our ſlaughter'd friends bequeath, 
From the red field their Pater d bodies bear; 400 
And nigh the fleet a funeral ſtructure rear; 
So decent urns their ſnowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o'er their aſhes weep. 
Here, where on one promiſcuous pile they blaz'd, 
High o'er them all a general tomb be rais d; 40j 
Next, to ſecure our camp, and naval powers, 
Raiſe an embattled wall, with lofty towers; 
From ſpace to ſpace be ample gates around, 
For paſiing chariots; and a trench profound, 
So Greece to combat ſhall in ſafety go, 410 
Nor fear the fierce incurſions of the foe. 1 
*Twas thus the ſage his wholeſome counſel mov'd; 


The ſceptred kings of Greece his words a approv d. 
| | ns Means 


300 


E ian Boon VIL 45 
uiawrhile, conven'd at Priam's palace-gate, 
zune Trolan peers in nightly council ſate; 415 

J | 


\ {-nate void of order, as of choice; 
Their hearts were fearful, and confus'd their voice. 
Antenor riſing, thus demands their ear: 
1 Pandans, and auxiliars, hear! 
„is Heaven the counſel of my breaſt inſpires, 420 
and! but move what every God requires: | 
et Sparta's treaſure be this hour reſtor'd, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord, 
The ties of faith, the ſworn alliance broke, 
Our impious battles the juſt Gods provoke, 425 
As this advice ye practice, or reject, e 
$0 hope ſucceſs, or dread the dire effect. 

The ſenior ſpoke, and ſate, To whom reply d 
Ile graceful huſband of the Spartan bride; 


100 
But found ungrateful i ia a warriour's ears: 


014 man, if, void of fallacy or art, 
Thy words expreſs the purpoſe of thy heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more ſound advice haſt given, 
But wiſdom has its date, aflign'd by Heaven. | 
Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name! 
8 treaſures III reſtore, but not the dame; 

ly treaſures too, for peace, I will _ : 
- be this bright poſſeſſion ever mine. 

'Iwas then, the growing diſcord to compoſe, 
Slow from his ſeat the reverend Priam roſe ; 
His god. like aſpect deep attention drew: 
He paus'd, and theſe pacific words enſue: 


Qs 


05 


Cold counſels, Trojan, may become thy years, 430 
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There, to the ſons of Mars, in council found, 


232 POPE'S HOMER. 


Ve Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliar bands! | Lie 
Now take refreſhment as the hour demands: 6 vo 
Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, - 5, tak 
Till the new ſun reſtore the chearful light: ter pr 
Then ſhall our herald to th' Atrides ſent, t con 
Before their ſhips proclaim my ſon's intent. = Fu 
Text let a truce be aſk'd, that Troy may burn NN 
Her ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn; ith oc 
That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, hen tl 


And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! gerald 
The monarch ſpoke! the warriours ſnatch'd aithiaſ or wh 
. Each at his poſt in arms) a ſhort repaſt. 45 lh þ 

Soon as the roſy morn had wak'd the day, {ea 


To the black ſhips Idæus bent his way; 


He rais'd his voice; the hoſt ſtood liſtening round: | 
Ye ſons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear! 400 
The words of Troy and Troy's great monarch hear, OW: 
|  Pleas'd may ye hear (ſo Heaven ſucceed my prayers) le ca 
What Paris, author of the war, declares. 
The ſpoils and treaſures he to Ilion bore, 
{Oh, had he periſh'd ere they touch'd our more!) 40% ee 
He proffers injur'd Greece; with large increaſe 
Of added Trojan wealth, to buy the peace. 
But to reſtore the beauteous bride again, 
This Greece demands, and Troy requeſts in vain, 
Next, O ye chiefs! we aſk a truce, to burn 470 
Our ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 
And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! 1 
. The 


ILIAD, Book VII. 
The Greeks gave ear, but none the filence broke : 
length Tydides roſe, and riſing ſpoke: 475 
hh, take not, friends! defrauded: of your fame, 
teir proffer'd wealth, nor ev'n the Spartan dame. 
t conqueſt make them ours: fate ſhakes their wall, 
nd Troy already totters to her fall. 
Th' admiring chiefs, and all the Grecian name, 480 
ith general ſhouts return'd him loud acclaim. 
ten thus the King of Kings rejects the peace: 
gerad! in him thou hear'ſt the voice of Greece. 
r what remains; let funeral flames be fed 
ith heroes corpſe ; I war not with the dead: 485 
o ſearch your flaughter'd chiefs on yonder plain, 
nd gratify the manes of the ſlain: 
witneſs, Jove, whoſe thunder rolls on n hi gh! 
| fad, and rear'd his ſceptre to the ſky. „„ 
To ſacred Troy, where all her princes hay 490 
dwaitth? event, the herald bent his way. © 
came, and ſtanding in the midft, % 7 d 
epeace rejected, but the truce obtainꝰd. 
aight to their ſeveral cares the Trojans move; 
me ſearch the plains, ſome fell the ſounding grove: 
bor les the Greeks, deſcending on the ſhore, 
ed the green foreſts, and the bodies bore. 
nd now: from forth the chambers of the main, 
0 ſhed his ſacred light on earth again, 
nge the golden chariot of the day, 500 
nd tipt the mountains with a purple ray. os 
mingled throngs the Greek and 'Trojan train 
rough heaps of carnage ſearch the mournful plain. 
Scarce 
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232 POPE S HOM E R. 
Ve Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliar bands! 
Nc take refreſhment as the hour demand: 
Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, 
Till the new ſun reſtore the chearful light: 
Then ſhall our herald to th' Atrides ſent, 

Before their ſhips proclaim my ſon's intent. 
Next let a truce be aſk'd, that Troy may burn 45 
Her ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn; 

That done, once more the fate of war be try'd, 
And whoſe the conqueſt, mi ighty Jove decide! 
Ihe monarch ſpoke! the warriours ſnatch' a withtat 

{Each at his poſt in arms) a ſhort repaſt 4 
Soon as the roſy morn had wak'd the day, ; 
Jo the black ſhips Idzus bent his way; 8 
1 5 here, to the ſons of Mars, in council found, 

| He rais'd his voice; the hoſt ſtood liſtening round: 
Fee ſons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear! 400 
The words of Troy and Troy's great monarch hear, | 
| Pleas'd may ye hear (ſo Heaven ſucceed my prayers) 
What Paris, author of the war, declares. 
The ſpoils and treaſures he to Ilion bore, _ 
Oh, had he periſh'd ere they touch'd our ſhore!) 46; 
He proffers injur d Greece; with large increaſe 
Of added Trojan wealth, to buy the peace. 
But to reſtore the beauteous bride again, 

This Greece demands, and Troy requeſts in vain, | 
Next, O ye chiefs! we aſk a truce, to bum 470 
Our ſlaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be try d, 
And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! 


I L I A D, Book VII. 44 


The Greeks gave ear, but none the ſilence broke: 
length Tydides roſe, and riſing ſpoke: 475 
b take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 
el prolfer d wealth, nor ev'n the Spartan dame. 
conqueſt make them ours: fate ſhakes their wall, 
1d Troy already totters to her fall. 
I admiring chiefs, and all the Grecian name, 480 
[th general ſhouts return'd him loud acclaim. | 
en thus the King of Kings rejects the peace: 
eld! in him thou hear'ſt the voice of Greece. 
r what remains; let funeral flames be fed 
ſth heroes corpſe ; I war not with the dead: 485 
ofearch your ſlaughter'd chiefs on yonder plain, | 
n gratify the manes of the ſlain: 
witneſs, Jove, whoſe thunder rolls on high! 
efad, and rear d his ſceptre to the ſky. 
Jo ſacred Troy, where all her princes lay 490 
wait th' event, the herald bent his way. | | 
ecame, and ſtanding in the midſt, explain'd 
peace rejected, but the truce obtain'd. 
night to their ſeveral cares the Trojans move; 
me 3 the plains, ſome fell the ſounding grove: 6: 
or leſs the Greeks, deſcending on the ſhore, _ 
er d the green foreſts, and the bodies bore. 
nd now from forth the chambers of the main, 
0 ſhed his ſacred light on earth again, 

le the golden chariot of the day, 500 
Wd tipt the mountains with a purple ray. 
mingled throngs the Greek and Trojan train 
15180 heaps of carnage ſearch the mournful plain. 
Scarce 
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And, lowly, ſadly, to their fleet repair. 


234 _ POPE'S HOMER, 
| Scarce could the friend his flaughter'd friend explore 
With duſt diſhonour'd, and deform'd with gore, 1 

The wounds they waſh'd, their pious tears they ſhed, 
And, laid along their cars, deplor'd the dead; 

Sage Priam check'd their grief: with filent hate 
The bodies decent on their piles were plac'd; 
Witch melting hearts the cold remains they burn'd; 7 
And ſadly ſlow to facred Troy return'd. 

| Nor leſs the Greeks their pious ſorrows ſhed, 
And decent on the pile diſpoſe the dead; 
The cold remains conſume with equal care; 


Nov, ere the morn had ftreak'd with reddening ligt 
The doubtful confines of the day and night; 
About the dying flames the Greeks appear d, 
And round the pile a general tomb they rear d. 
Ihen, to ſecure the camp and naval powers, 7 
They rais'd embattled walls with Iofty towers: 
From ſpace to ſpace were ample gates around, 
For paſling chariots; and a trench profound, 
Of large extent; and deep in earth, below, j 
Strong piles infix'd ſtood adverſe to the foe. 
So toil'd the Greeks : meanwhile the Gods abore 
In ſhining circle round their father Jove, 
Amaz'd, beheld the wonderous works of man: 
Ihen he, whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, began: 5 
What mortals henceforth ſhall our power adore, 
Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore, 
If the proud Grecians thus ſucceſsful boaſt 5 
Their riſing bulwarks on the ſea- beat coaſt? 


Y 


I L1AD,; Boos. VII © 225 
rn We the long walls extending to the main, 535 
30 God conſulted, and no victim flain! | 
heir fame ſhall fill the world's remoteſt ends; 


vide, as the morn her golden beam extends, 

ile old Labmedon's divine abodes, 

of radiant ſtructures rais d by labouring Gods, 540 
all, raz'd and loſt, in long oblivion ſleep. 

hus ſpoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 

Th' Almighty Thunderer with a frown replies, 

it clouds the world, and blackens half the ſkies : 


1 tc li Earth's eternal baſis ſhake : = 
ige bat cauſe of fear from mortal works could move 


he meaneſt ſubject of our realms above? 
here er the ſun's refulgent rays are caſt, 


ut yon proud work no future age ſhall view, © 

o trace remain where once the glory grew, 

te ſapp'd foundations by thy force ſhall fall, 

Ind, w beim d beneath thy waves, drop the 5 wall: 


e min vantih'd, and the name no more. | 
as they in heaven : while o'er the Grecian train, 
te rolling ſun deſcending to the main 

eld the kniſh'd work, Their bulls they ſlew : 

lack from the tents the ſa avoury vapours flew, 560 
Ind now the fleet, arriv'd from Lemnos' ſtands, _ 
1th Bacchus? bleſlings cheer'd the generous bands, 

If fragrant wine the rich Eunzus ſent 
bouſand meaſures to the royal tent, 


” 


tong God of Ocean! thou, whoſe rage can make > 545 
y power is honour'd, and thy fame ſhall laſt, 550 


at drifts of ſand ſhall change the former ore; 83 : 


(Eunæus, 
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236 POPE'S HOMER. 
(Eunæus, whom Hypſipyle of yore 
To Jaſon, ſhepherd of his people, bore) 
The reſt they purchas'd at their proper coſt, 
And well the plenteous freight ſupply'd the hoſt: 
Each, in exchange, proportion'd treaſures gave: 
Some braſs, or iron; ſome an ox, or flave. . 
All night they feaſt, the Greek and Trojan powers 
Thoſe on the fields, and theſe within their tower, 
Rut Jove averſe the ſigns of wrath diſplay'd, 
And ſhot red lightnings through the gloomy ſhade: 
_ Humbled they ſtood ; pale horrour ſeiz'd on all, ; 
While the deep thunder ſhook th' atrial hall, 
Each pour'd to Jove, before the bowl was crown'd: 
And large libations drench'd the thirſty ground: 
Then late, refreſh'd with ſleep from toils of fg, 
Enjoy'd the balmy bleſſings of the night. f 
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ARGUMEN I. 


The ſecond Battle, and the Diftreſs of the Greeks, 
JUPITER aſſembles a council of the Deities, m 


threatens them with the pains of Tartarus if the 
aſſiſt either fide: Minerva only obtains of him th 


ſhe may direct the Greeks by her counſels. They [ 
mies join battle: Jute on Mount Ida weighs inh | 
balances the fates of both, and affrights the Gre, 
with his thunders and lightnings. Neſtor alone con 1 
tinues in the field, in great danger; Diomed rele ere 
him; whoſe exploits, and thoſe of Hector, are e 
cellently deſcribed. Juno endeavours to anime he 
Neptune to the aſſiſtance of the Greeks, but in va Cel 
The acts of Teucer, who is at length wounded hy 
Hector, and carried off. Juno and Minerva prepa - 
to aid the Grecians ; but are reſtrained by Iris, ef 
from jupiter. The night puts an end to the batte ou 
_ Hector continues in the field (the Greeks being d]ieſ bat 
to their fortifications before the ſhips) and gives of, 
ders to keep the watch all night in the camp, to pre K. 
vent the enemy from reimbarking and eſcaping H 
fight. They kindle fires through all the field, and Fl 
paſs the night under arms. VV Ir fa 
I, he time of ſeven and twenty days is employea" 
from the opening of the poem to the end of this boi 
The ſcene here (except of the celeſtial machines ie! 
in the field toward the ſea-ſhore, FA 
„„ fr 
th 


A D. 
BOOK VII. 


URORA now, fair daughter of the dawn,. 

1 Sprinkled with roſy light the dewy lawn; 

hen [ove conven'd the ſenate of the ſkies, 

ere high Olympus' cloudy tops ariſe. 

he Sire of Gods his awful filence broke, 7 
eheavens attentive trembled as he ſpoke: 8 
Celeſtial ſtates, immortal Gods! give ear, 

ar our decree, and reverence what ye hear; 

e fx d decree, which not all Heaven can move 3 

hou Fate! fulfil it; and, ye Powers, approve! 10 
e het God but enters yon forbidden field, ug 
ho yields aſſiſtance, or but wills to yield; 

ck to the ſæ ies with ſhame he ſhall be driven, 5 

and d with diſhoneſt wounds, the ſcorn of heaven: 


ge e in the dark Tartarean gulf ſhall groan, 
th burning chains fix'd to the brazen floors, 
nd lock'd by hell's inexorable doors; 

6 deep beneath th' infernal centre bur? 1 


t lim who tempts me, dread thoſe dire abodes ; 
nd know, th' Almighty 1 is the Gods of Gods, 
League 


far, oh far from ſteep Olympus thrown, 15 


from that centre to th' æthereal world. 20 
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Iheave the Gods, the ocean, and the land; 


240 POPE'S HOMER, 
League all your forces then, ye Powers above, 
Join all, and try th' omnipotence of Jove; 
Let down our golden everlaſting chain, 
| Whoſe ſtrong embrace holds heaven, and earth and may 
Strive all, of mortal and immortal birth, 

To drag, by this, the Thunderer down to earth: 
Ve ſtrive in vain! If I but ftretch this hand, 


T fix the chain to great Olympus' height, 

And the vaſt world hangs trembling in my light! 

For ſuch I reign, unbounded and above; 

| And ſuch are men and Gods, compar'd to Jore, 
Th' Almighty ſpoke, nor durſt the Powers wh, | 

A reverend horrour filenc'd all the ſky; 

Trembling they ſtood before their Sovercles s look; 
At length his beſt-beloy'd, the Power of Wiſdom spoke 

Oh firſt and greateſt ! God, by Gods ador'd! 

We own thy might, our Father and our Lord! 

But ah! permit to pity human ſtate; 

If not to help, at leaſt lament their fate. 
From fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, 
With arms unaiding mourn our Argives ſlain; | 
Yet grant my counſels ſtill their breaſts may more, 
Or all muſt periſh in the wrath of Jove. 
| The cloud-compelling God her ſuit approv'd, 
© And ſmil'd ſuperiour on his beſt-belov d. 
Then call'd his courſers, and his chariot took; 
The ſtedfaſt firmament beneath him ſhook: | 
Räapt by th' zthereal ſteeds the chariot roll'd; 

| Braſs were their hoofs, their curling manes of gol 


ILIA D, Book VIII. 241 
heaven's undroſſy gold the God's array 

efulgent, flaſn d intolerable day. 

igh on the throne he ſhines: his courſers fly 55 
between th' extended earth and ſtarry ky, 
ut when to Ida's topmoſt height he came, 

Fir nurſe of fountains, and of ſavage game) 

here, o'er her pointed ſummits proudly rais'd, 
isfane breath'd odours, and his altars blaz'd: 66 
There, from his radiant car the ſacred Sire 

r Gods and men releas'd the fteeds of fire: 

ue ambient miſts th? immortal ſteeds embrac'd; 

ich on the cloudy point his ſeat he plac'd ; 


U 


The town, and tents, and navigable ſeas. 

| Now had the Grecians ſnatch'd a ſhort repaſt, 
Ind buckled on their ſhining arms with haſte. 
[roy rouz'd as ſoon; for on this dreadful day 


okt 


te gates unfolding pour forth all their train; 

quadrons on ſquadrons cloud the duſky plain : : 

en, feeds, and Chariots, ſhake the trembling 2 ground; 
be tumult thickens, and the ſkies reſound. 

Ind now with ſhouts the ſhocking armies clos' d. 75 
o lances lances, ſhields to ſhields oppos'd, 
ot againſt hoſt with ſhadowy legions drew, 

be band] ing darts in iron tempeſts flew, 

ors and v anquith! d join. promiſcuous cries, 


th ſtreaming blood te {lippery fields are dy? d, 
Ind ſlaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful . 
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[tence his broad eye the ſubje& world forveys, e 


be fate of fathers, wives, and infants, lay. 70 
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Lang as the morning beams 1 beinke, 
O'er heaven's clear azure ſpread the ſacred light; 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 85 
Fach adverſe battle gor'd with equal wounds. 

But when the ſun the height of heaven aſcends; 
The Sire of Gods his golden ſcales ſuſpends, 
With equal hand: in theſe explor d the fate 

Of Greece and Troy, and pois'd the mighty weight, 
Preſs'd with its load, the Grecian balance lies 
Low ſunk on earth, the Trojan ſtrikes the ſkies, 
Then Jove from Ida's top his horrour ſpreads; 
The clouds burſt dreadful o'er the Grecian heads: 
Thick lightnings flaſh; the muttering thunder rolls; | 
Ihbeir ſtrength he withers, and unmans their ſouls, 
Before his wrath the trembling hoſts retire; | 
The God in terrours, and the ſkies on fire, 
Nor great Idomeneus that ſight could bear, 
Nor each ſtern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: 109 
Nor he, the king of men, th' alarm ſuſtain'd; 
Neſtor alone amidſt the ſtorm remain d. 
Unwilling he remain'd, for Paris' dart 

Had pierc'd.his courſer in a mortal part: 
Fix'd in the forehead where the ſpringing mane 10g 
Curl'd o'er the brow, it ſtung him to the brain: 
M ,d with his anguiſh, he begins to rear, 

Paw with his hoofs aloft, and laſh the air. 6 
Scarce had his faulchion cut the reins, and freed 
Th' encumber'd chariot from the dying ſteed, II. 
When dreadful Hector, thundering through the war, 
Pour' d to the tumult on his whirling car, 


That 
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The hoary monarch of the Pylian band: 

2 Diomed beheld : from forth the croud 

He ruſh'd, and on Ulyſſes call'd aloud. 
Whither, oh whither does Ulyſſes run? 

0h fight unworthy great Latrtes' ſon! 

Md with the vulgar ſhall thy fate be Wand. | 
Fere'd in the back, a vile, diſhoneſt wound? 
(0k tar and ſave from Hector's direful rage 
The glory of the Greeks, the Pylian ſage. 

lis fruitleſs words are loſt unheard in air, 
Ulyſſes ſeeks the ſhips, and ſhelters there. 

Bit bold Tydides to the reſcue goes, 

A fngle warriour *midſt a hoſt of foes; 

Nor the courſers with a ſudden ſpring 

lle leap'd, and anxious thus beſpoke the lag 4 
Great perils, father! wait th' unequal fight; 


Thy reins no more with ancient vigour glow ; 
Weak is thy ſervant, and thy courſers ſlow. 
Then haſte, aſcend my ſeat, and from the car 
Obterre the ſteeds of Tros, renown'd in war, 
Fractis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, to chace, 
odare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 

tele late obey'd Æneas' guiding rein; 

lere thou thy chariot to our faithful train; 
"1 theſe againſt yon Trojans will we go, 
Nor ſhall great Hector want an equal foe ; 
Ferce as he is, ev'n he may learn to fear 

i thirſty fury of my flying yu: 1 

R 2 


10% 


Theſe younger champions will oppreſs s thy might. 


243 


That day had ſtretch'd beneath his matchleſs hand : 
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120 


130 


140 
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Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their wall. w 


| The quivering ſteeds fell proftrate at the fight; 16 


244 VVT 
Thus ſaid the chief; and Neſtor, ſkill'd in war, 
Approves his counſel, 200 aſcends the car: 
The ſteeds he left, their truſty ſervants hold; 
Eurymedon, and Sthenelus the bold: 
The reverend charioteer directs the courſe, 
And ſtrains his aged arm to laſh the horſe. 
Hector they face; unknowing how to fear, 
Fierce he drove on; Tydides whirl'd his ſpear. 
The ſpear with erring haſte miſtook its way, 
But plung'd in Eaiopens boſom lay. 
His opening hand in death forſakes the rein; 
I be ſteeds fly back: he falls, and ſpurns the plain. 
Great Hector ſorrows for his ſervant kill'd, 
Vet unreveng'd permits to preſs the field; 
Till, to ſupply his place and rule the car, 
Roſe Archeptolemus, the fierce i in war. 
And now had death and horrour cover'd all; 


15 


Inclos'd had bled : but Jove with awful ſound 
Roll'd the big thunder o'er the vaſt profound: 
Full in Tydides face the lightning flew; 
The ground before him flam'd with ſulphur blue; 


And Neſtor's trembling hand confeſs'd his fright; 
He dropp'd the reins; and, ſhook with ſacred dread, 
Thus, turning, warn'd th' intrepid Diomed : 

O chief! too daring in thy friend's defence, 
Retire advis'd, and urge the chariot hence. I 
his day, averſe, the Sovereign of the ſkies 
Aſſiſts great Hector, and our palm denies. 

TM „ "Yo 


dme other ſun may ſee the happier hour, 
When Greece ſhall conquer by his heavenly power. 


bs not in man his fix d decree to move: 175 
The great will glory to ſubmit to Jove. 
0 reverend prince! (Tydides thus replies) 
by years are awful, and thy words are wiſe. 
ah, what grief, ſhould haughty Hector boaſt, 
ted inglorious to the guarded coaſt! nts © 


Before that dire diſgrace ſhall blaſt my fame, 
Verwhelm me, earth; and hide a warriour's ſhame. 
lo whom Gerentan Neſtor thus reply'd; 

Pods! can thy courage fear the Phrygian's pride? 
Heftor may vaunt, but who ſhall heed the boaſt ? 185 ) 
Not thoſe who felt thy arm, the Dardan hoſt, 

Nor Troy, yet bleeding 1 in her heroes loſt ; 

at er'n a Phrygian dame, who dreads the ſword 

2 laid in duſt her lov'd, lamented lord. 


nes the ſwift ſeeds; the chariot ſmokes along. 
te ſhouts of Trojans thicken in the wind; 

Ihe torm of hiſſing javelins pours behind. 

hen, with a voice that ſhakes the ſolid ſkies, 
16 F 
0, mighty hero, grac'd above the reſt | 
neus of council and the ſumptuous feaſt ; 

or hope no more thoſe honours from thy train; 

o, less than woman, in the form of man! 


cad, 


o lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 
y once proud hopes, preſumptuous prince! are fed 


di ac hall reach thy heart, and ſtretch thee dead, 
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efaid, and haſty o'er the gaſping throng 190 


eas d Hector braves the warriour as he flies. 195 


ofeale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 200 
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Weak bulwarks! deſtin'd by this arm to fall. 


5 Soon as before yon hollow ſhips we ſtand, 220 


246  POPE'S HOMER, 
Nov fears diſſuade him, and now hopes invite, 
To ſtop his courſers, and to ſtand the fight; 205 
Thrice turn'd the chief, and thrice imperial Joye 
On Ida's ſummits thunder'd from above: 
Great Hector heard; he ſaw the flaſhing light, 
Ihe ſign of conqueſt) and thus urg'd the fight: 
Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 
All fam'd in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have won, 
Vour great forefathers glories, and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove? Succeſs and fame 
Await on Troy, on Greece eternal ſhame. 216 
In vain they ſkulk behind their boaſted wall, 


High o'er their flighted trench our ſteeds ſhall head 
And paſs victorious o'er the level d mound, 


Fight each with flames, and toſs the blazing brand; 
Till. their proud navy wrapt in ſmoke and fires, 
All Greece, encompaſs'd, in one blaze expires. 

Furious he ſaid; then, bending o'er the yoke, 
Encourag' d his proud ſteeds, while thus he ſpoke: 22 

Now, Xonthus, Athon, Lampus! urge the chace, 
And, thou, Podargus! prove thy generous race: 
He fleet, be fearleſs, this important day, 
And all your maſter's well-ſpent care repay. 
For this, high-fed in plenteous ſtalls ye ſtand, 2 x 
| Serv'd with pure wheat, and by a princeſs hand; 
For this my ſpouſe, of great Attion's line, 


So oft has deep the ſrengthening grain in wine. 
= 


Now ſwift purſue, now thunder uncontrool d; 
Gire me to ſeize rich Neſtor's ſhield of gold; 235 
om Tydeus' ſhoulders ftrip rhe coſtly load, | 
ſulcanian arms, the labour of a God: 

Theſe if we gain, then victory, ye powers! 

This night ; this glorious night, the fleet is ours. 

I That heard, deep anguiſh ſtung Saturnia's ſoul ; 240 
Ke ſhook her throne that ſhook the ſtarry pole: 

And thus to Neptune: Thou, whoſe force can make 
The ſtedfaſt earth from her foundations ſhake, 
dee ſt thou the Greeks by fates unjuſt oppreſt, 1 
Nor ſwells that heart in thy immortal breaſt ? 24 c 
Jet Egæ, Helice, thy power obey, En 
And gifts unceaſing on thine altars lay. 

Would all the Deities of Greece combine, 

In rain the gloomy Thunderer might repine: 


2a 


C2 


210 


And ſee his Trojans to the ſhades deſcend : 
duch be the ſcene from his Idæan bower ; 
Lograteful proſpect to the ſullen Power! 

Neptune with wrath rejects the raſh defi gn: : 
What rage, what madneſs, furious Queen, is thine! 
[war not with the Higheſt, All above 
wbmit and tremble at the hand of Jove. 

Now god-like Hector, to whoſe matchleſs might- 

ore gave the glory of the deſtin'd fight, 5 


Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 
lompatted troops ſtand wedg'd in firm array, 
R 4 
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Sole ſhould he fit, with ſcarce a God to friend, 250 


quadrons on ſquadrons drives, and fiils the fields 260 
With cloſe-rang'd chariots, and with thicken'd ſhields. 


A dread- 
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+ POPE HOMER. - 
A dreadful front! they ſhake the brands, and threat 
With long-deſtroying flames the hoſtile fleet. 1 
The king of men, by Juno's ſelf inſpir d, js ea 
Toil'd through the tents, and all his army fir'd, 
Swift as he mov'd he lifted in his hand 
His purple robe, bright enſign of command. 
High on the midmoſt bark the king appear'd; 
There, from Ulyſſes' deck his voice was heard: 
To Ajax and Achilles reach'd the ſound, 
Whoſe diſtant ſhips the guarded navy bound. 
Oh Argives! ſhame of human race; he cry'd, 
(The hollow veſſels to his voice reply'd) 25 
Where now are all your glorious boaſts of yore, 
Your haſty triumphs on the Lemnian ſhore? 
Each fearleſs hero dares an hundred foes, _ 
| While the feaſt laſts, and while the goblet | flows; 
| But who to meet one martial man is found, 28 
When the fight rages, and the flames Gd} . 
O mighty Jove! oh ſire of the diſtreſs'd? 
Was ever king like me, like me oppreſs'd! I 
With power immenſe, with juſtice arm'd in vain; 
My glory raviſh'd, and my people flain! _ " 
To thee my vows were breath'd from every ſhore; 
What altar ſmok'd not with our victims' gore? 
With fat of bulls I fed the conſtant flame, 
And aſk'd deſtruction to the Trojan name. 
Now, gracious God! far humbler our demand! ! 290 
Give theſe at leaſt t' eſcape from Hector's hand, 
And fave the relicks of the Grecian . 
Thus pray d the king; and Heaven's great Father head 
His vows, in bitterneſs of ſoul preferr'd ; 


The 
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ye wrath appeas'd, by happy ſigns declares, 

nd gives the people to their monarch 8 prayers. 

is eagle, ſacred bird of Heaven! he ſent, 

| fyn his talons truſs'd (divine portent!) 

joh o'er the wondering hoſts he ſoar'd above, | 

ſho paid their vows to Panomphzan Jove; 300 

Ten let the prey before his altar fall, 

e Greeks beheld, and tranſport ſeiz'd on all: 

xcourag'd by the fi on, the troops revive, 

ind fierce on Troy with double fury driy 87 

[ydides firſt of all the Grecian force, 305 

Yer the broad ditch impell'd his foaming horſe, 

ferc'd the deep ranks, their ſtrongeſt battle tore, 

Ind dy'd his; javelin red with *Frojan gore. 

dung Agelaüs (Phradmon was his fire) ' 

lh lying courſers ſhun'd his dreadful ire: 310 

ruck through the back, the Phrygian fell oppreſt; 

e dart drove on, and iſſued at his breaft : 

| cadlong he quits the car; his arms reſound : 

His ponderous buckler hands on the roms. | 

Forth ruſh a tide of Greeks, the paſſage freed; 315 
b Atridæ firit, th? Ajaces next ſucceed s 

Meriones, like Mars in arms renown'd, | 

And god-like Idomen, now paſs' d the mound: p 

Erzmon's ſon next iſſues to the foe, - 

hd laſt, young Teucer with his bended bow. 320 

Xcure behind the Telamonian ſhield 

The ſkilful archer wide ſurvey'd the field, 

With every ſhaft ſome hoſtile victim flew, 

Then cloſe beneath the ſeven-fold orb withdrew : 
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Thy country's ſaviour, and thy father's boaſt! 


230 POPE'S HOMER, 
The.conſcious infant ſo, when fear alarms, 
Retires for ſafety to the mother's arms. 
Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 
Moves as he moves, and turns the ſhining ſhield, 
Who firſt by Teucer's mortal arrows bled? 
Orſilochus ; then fell Ormenus dead. 
The god-like Lycophon next preſs'd the plain, 
With Chromius, Dætor, Opheleſtes ſlain : 
Bold Hamoptiion breathleſs ſunk to ground ; 
The bloody pile great Menalippus crown'd. 
Heaps fell on heaps, ſad trophies of his art, 
A Trojan ghoſt attended every dart. 
Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 
'The ranks grow thinner as his arrows fly : 
Oh youth for ever dear! (the monarch cry'd) 
Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try'd; 3. 
Thuy brave example ſhall retrieve our hoſt, 


Sprung from an alien's bed thy fire to grace, 
| The vigorous offspring of a ſtol'n embrace, 
Proud of his boy, he own'd the generous flame, 3. 

And the brave ſon repays his cares with fame. 
| Now hear a monarch's vow : If Heaven's high Power 

Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers; 
Whatever treaſures Greece for me deſign, 
The next rich honorary gift be ines 
Some golden tripod, or diſtinguiſh'd car, 
With courſers dreadful in the ranks of war; 
Or ſome fair captive whom thy eyes approve, 


Shall recompence the warriour's toils with love. | 


IIIA p, Boox vIIͤI. 

To this the chief: With praiſe the reſt inſpire, 

or urge a ſoul already fill'd with fire, 

that ſtrength I have, be now in battle try'd, 

Till every ſhaft in Phrygian blood be dy d. 

znce rallying from our wall we forc'd the foe, 

vll aim'd at Hector have I bent my bow: 360 

Eight forky arrows from this hand have fled, 

nd eight bold heroes by their points lie dead: 

ut Aft ſome God denies me to deſtroy 

is fury of the field, this dog of Troy. | 

He ſaid, and twang'd the ſtring. The weapon flies 

t Hector's breaſt, and ſings along the ſkies: 

e miſs d the mark'd; but pierc'd Gorgythio's heart, 

nd drench'd in royal blood the thirſty dart. 

Far Caftianira, nymph of form divine, 5 
is offspring added to king Priam's line.) 37/0 

full-blown poppies, overcharg'd with rain,, 

cline the head, and drooping kiſs the plain: 

pinks the youth: his beauteous head, depreſt 

eneath his helmet, drops upon his breaſt, = 

other ſhaft the raging archer drew: 375 
hat other ſhaft with erring fury flew, 

From Hector Phoebus turn'd the flying wound) 

et fell not dry or guiltleſs to the ground: 

y breaſt, brave Archeptolemus! it tore, 

nd dipt its feathers in no vulgar gore, 380 

eadlong he falls: his ſudden fall alarms 1 

he leds, that ſtartle at his ſounding arms. 

Kor with grief his charioteer beheld, 

Ll pale and breathleſs on the ſanguine field, 


A 


<-> 
<> 2 


Then 


. pids Cebriones direct the rein, 


And his numb'd hand diſmiſs'd the uſeleſs bow. : 


And ſcreen'd his brother with a mighty ſhade ; 
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Quits his bright car, and iſſues on the plain. 
Dreadful he ſhouts : from earth a ſtone he took, 
And ruſh'd on Teucer with the lifted rock. 
The youth already ftrain'd the forceful yew : 
The ſhaft already to his ſhoulder drew: 

The feather in his hand, juſt wing'd for flight, 
Touch'd where the neck and hollow cheſt unite; 
| There, where the juncture knits the channel bone, 

The furious chief diſcharg'd the craggy tone; 
The bow-ſtring burſt beneath the ponderous blow, 35 


3 


He fell: but Ajax his broad ſhield diſplay'd, 


Till great Alaſtor, and Meciſtheus, bore | 
The batter'd archer groaning to the ſhore, — ax 
Troy yet found grace before th' 9 Sire, 
He arm'd their hands, and fill'd their breaſts with fire 
The Greeks, repuls'd, retreat behind their wall, 
Or in the trench on heaps confus'dly fall. 
Firſt of the foe, great Hector march'd along, i 
With terrour cloath'd, and more than mortal ſtrong. 
As the bold hound, that gives the lion chace, : 
With beating boſom, and with eager pace, 
Hangs on his haunch, or faſtens on his heels, 
Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels: 40 
Thus oft the Grecians turn'd, but ſtill they flew; 
Ihus following Hector ſtill the hindmoſt flew. 
When flying they had paſs'd the trench profound, 
And many a chief lay gaſping on the ground; 
| N eio 


Ind fir'd the troops, and call'd the Gods to aid. 
rde on his rattling chariot Hector came; 

js eyes like Gorgon ſhot a ſanguine flame 

it wither'd all their hoſt : like Mars he ſtood ; 
l heir ſtrong diſtreſs the wife of Jove ſurvey d; 

en penſive thus, to War's triumphant Maid : : 

Oh daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
parenging bolt, and fhake the ſable ſhield! 

ow, in this moment of her laſt deſpair, 425 
ll wretched Greece no more confeſs our care, 

'ndemn'd to ſuffer the full force of fate, 

Ind drain the dregs of Heaven's relentleſs hate? 

00s | mall one raging hand thus level all ? 


ſhat power divine ſhall Hector's wrath aſſuage ? 

il fells the ſlaughter, and till grows the rage! 

do ſpake th* imperial Regent of the ſkies, 

owhom the Goddeſs with the azure eyes; 

ng fince had Hector ſtain'd theſe fields with gore, 
etch d by ſome Argive on his native ſhore ; 
ut He above, the Sire of Heaven, winds. 

bcks our attempts, and flights our juſt demands. 
eſtubborn God, inflexible and hard, 


dJ, for this, his favourite * ſon diſtreſs'd. 
tern Euriſtheus with long labours preſs d? 
ebegg'd, with tears he bong g'd, in deep diſmay ; 
tot 0 heaven, and gave his arm the da. 
eit „ 1 Oh 
* Hercules, 


ore the ſhips a deſperate ſtand they made, 415 


ens the monſter, dreadful as the God! 420 


hat numbers fell! what numbers yet ſhall fall! 430 


gets my ſervice and deſerv'd reward: 440 
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254. POPE'S HOMER, 
Oh had my wiſdom known this dire event, 
When to grim Pluto's gloomy gates he went; 
The triple dog had never felt his chain, 
Nor Styx been croſs'd, nor hell explor'd in yain, 
Averſe to me of all his heaven of Gods, mm 
At Thetis' ſuit the partial Thunderer nods. 0 
To grace her gloomy, fierce, reſenting ſon, 
Ny hopes are fruſtrate, and my Greeks undone. 
Some future day, perhaps, he may be mov'd _ 
Jo call his blue-ey'd Maid his beft belov d. bone. 
Haſte, launch thy chariot, thro* yon ranks to ride; 4 
Myſelf will arm, and thunder at thy fide, 
Then, Goddeſs! ſay, ſhall Hector glory then, 
(That terrour of the Greeks, that Man of men) 
When Juno's ſelf, and Pallas ſhall appear, 
All dreadful in the crimſon walks of war! J 
What mighty Trojan then, on yonder ſhore, oY 
Expiring, pale, and terrible no more, 
Shall feaſt the fowls, and glut the dogs with oe} 
| She ceas'd, and Juno rein'd the ſteeds with care; 
(Heaven's awful empreſs, Saturn's other heir) 4 
Pallas, meanwhile, her various veil unbound, 
With flowers adorn'd, with art immortal crown'd; 
The radiant robe her ſacred fingers wove 
| Floats in rich waves, and ſpreads the court of # Jon 
Her father's arms her mighty limbs inveſt, < 
His cuiraſs blazes on her ample breaſt. 
The vigorous power the trembling car aſcends; 
Shook by her arm, the maſſy javelin bend; 
Huge, ponderous, ſtrong! that, when her fury bur, 
| Proud tyrants humble, and whole hoſts o'erturns. 4 
| | Saturn 


qxturnia lends the laſh ; the courſers fly; ; 

moth glides the chariot through the liquid ſky. 
aven's gates ſpontaneous open to the Powers, 

aven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hours. 
ommiſſion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 480 
he ſun's bright portals and the ſkies command; 

loſe, or unfold, th' eternal gates of day, 

ir heaven with clouds, or roll thoſe clouds away. 

he ſounding hinges ring, the clouds divide; 


4 


43 


ut Jove incens'd, from Ida's top ſurvey'd, 

nd thus enjoin'd the many-colour'd Maid: 
Thaumantia ! mount the winds, and ſtop their car; 
aint the Higheſt who ſhall wage the war ? 


us have I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak is Fate. 

heir courſers cruſh'd beneath the wheel ſhall lie, 
arcar in fragments ſcatter'd o'er the ſky ; 
lightning theſe rebellious ſhall confound, 

id hurl them flaming, headlong to the ground. 49 5 
ndemn d for ten revolving years to weep 

ewounds 1impreſs'd by burning thunder * 

ſhall Minerva learn to fear our ire, 

br dare to combat her's and nature's Sire. 


We, 
e claims ſome title to tranſgreſs our will. 

drift as the wind, the various-colour'd Maid 
om Ida's top her golden wings diſplay'd; 

0 great Olympus' ſhining gates ſhe flies, 


1708, 


tural 
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rone down the ſteep of heaven their courſe they guide, 


1 yet they dare the vain debate, 5 490 | 


Ir Juno, headſtrong and imperious fill, 500 | 


re meets the chariot ruſhing down the ſkies, 50 
_ Reftrains 
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286 POPE'S HOME R. 
Reſtrains their progreſs from the bright abodes, 
And ſpeaks the mandate of the Sire of Gods, 
What frenzy, Goddeſſes! what rage can more 
Celeſtial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove? 
Deſiſt, obedient to his high command; = 
This is his word: and know, his word ſhall ſtand. 
His lightning your rebellion ſhall confound, 
And hurl you headlong, flaming to the ground: 
Your horſes cruſh'd beneath the wheels ſhall * 
Your car in fragments ſcatter'd o'er the ſæy: 7 
Yourſelves condemn'd ten rolling years to weep | 
The wounds impreſs'd by burning thunder deep, 
So ſhall Minerva learn to fear Va ire, 
Nor dare to combat her' s and nature's Sire, 
For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſtill, 3 
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She claims ſome title to tranſgreſs his will. B 
But thee what deſperate inſolence has driven, ch 
'To lift thy lance againft the King of heaven ? iy 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, remb 
She flew ; and Juno thus her rage reſign' d: zi ufas 
O daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 7 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield: Le. 
No more let beings of ſuperiour birth an 
Contend with Jove for this low race of eanh: fore 
Triumphant now, now miſerably ſlain, ly Ow 


| They breathe or periſh as the Fates ordain, 
But Jove's high counſels full effect ſhall find; 
And, ever conſtant, ever rule mankind. 
She ſpoke, and backward turn'd her * of light 
Adorn'd with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
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be hours unloos'd them, panting as they ſtood, 

\nd heap'd their mangers with ambroſial food. 

here ty d, they reſt in high celeſtial ſtalls; 

te chariot propt againſt the chryſtal walls. | 

ſhe penſive Goddeſſes, abaſh'd, control'd, 540 

ſix with the Gods, and fill their ſeats of gold, _ 

And now the Thunderer meditates his flight 

rom Ida's ſummits to th* Olympian height, 

ifter than thought the wheels inſtintive ff,, 

me through the vaſt of air, and reach the ſky. 545 

[ras Neptune's charge his courſers to unbrace, Je 

nd fix the car on its immortal baſe ; 

tere ſtood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, . 

ll with a ſnowy veil he ſcreen'd the blaze. | 

e whoſe all-conſcious eyes the world behold, 550 
eternal Thunderer ſat thron'd in gold; Rn 

job heaven the footſtool of his feet he makes, 

(wide beneath him all Olympus ſhakes. 

embling afar th' offending Powers appear'd, 

nfus'd and filent, for his frown they fear d. 555 

eſa their ſoul, and thus his word imparts: 

las and Juno! ſay „why heave your hearts? 

on was your battle oder: proud Troy retir'd 

fore your face, and in your wrath expir'd. 

t know, whoe'er almighty power withſtand ! 560 
match'd our force, unconquer'd is our hand: 

iv ſhall the Sovereign of the ſkies controul? 

dt all the Gods that crown the ſtarry pole. 

ur hearts ſhall tremble, if our arms we take, 


* immortal nerve with horrour ſhake, $65 
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288 P 0 PE'S HOME R. 
For thus I ſpeak, and what I ſpeak ſhall ſang, 
What power ſoc'er provokes our lifted hand, 

On this our hill no more ſhall hold his place; 
Cut off, and exil'd, from th' zthereal race. 
Juno and Pallas, grieving, hear the doom, 
But feaſt their ſouls on Ilion's woes to come. 
Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath repreſt; 
But Juno, impotent of rage, replies: 
What haſt thou ſaid, Oh tyrant of the ſkies! 
Strength and omnipotence inveſt thy throne ; 
*Tis thine to puniſh; ours to grieve alone, The ( 
For Greece we grieve, abandon'd by her fate, 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeaſur'd hate: 


57 


\ ma 
From fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, ieee 
With arms unaiding ſee our Argives ſlain; _ her 
Vet grant our counſels ſtill their breaſts may more, Tb a 


| Left all ſhould periſh in the rage of Jove. = 
| The Goddeſs thus. And thus the God replies: 
Who ſwells the clouds, and blackens all the ſkies; 58 
The morning ſun, awak'd by loud alarms, 

Shall fee th. Almighty Thunderer in arms. 
What heaps of Argives then ſhall load the plain, 5 

Thoſe radiant eyes ſhall view, and view in vain. 

Nor ſhall great Hector ceaſe the rage of fight, 5) 
'The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, Wi 
_ Ev'ntill the day, when certain fates ordain 
That ſtern Achilles (his Patroclus ſlain} ? 
Shall riſe in vengeance, and lay waſte the plain. | 
For ſuch is fate, nor canſt thou turn its courſe 5 
With all oy rage, with all thy rebel force. 
2 


x 


'TILI AD, Book VIII. 

V if thou wilt, to earth's remoteſt bound, 
here on her utmoſt verge the ſeas reſound; 
here curs'd Tapetus and Saturn dwell, 

it by the brink, within the ſteams of hell; 

o ſun cer gilds the gloomy horrours hae? 
No chearful gales refreſh the lazy air; 
here arm once more the bold Titanian band; 
aud arm in vain ; fer what I will ſhall and. 
Now deep in ocean ſunk the lamp of light, 
Ind drew behind the cloudy veil of night : 


y 


ſhe Greeks, rejoicing, bleſs the friendly ſhade. 
The victors keep the field; and Hector calls 
\ martial council near the navy walls: 

Theſe to Scamander's banks apart he led, 
dere, thinly ſcatter d, lay the heaps of dead. 

w alembled chiefs, deſcending on the ground, 
ip his order, and their prince ſurround. 

| maſſy ſpear he bore of mighty ſtrength, 

If full ten cubits was the lance's length; 

The point was braſs, refulgent to behold, _ 
xdto the wood with circling rings of gold: t 
ne noble Hector on this lance reclin'd, 


Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear! 
Ie Dardan bands, and generous aids, give ear! 


8 2 


The conquering Trojans mourn his beams decay d; 


nd, bending forward, thus reveal'd his mind : 
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615 
620 
tis day, we hop'd, would wrap in conquering flame 
rece with her ſhips, and crown our toils with fame. 
ut darkneſs now, to ſave the cowards, falls, 


ud guards them trembling in their wooden walls. 
e Obey 
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Wide o'er the field, high blazing to the ky, 
Let numerous fires the abſent ſun ſupply, 


Till the bright morn her purple beam diſplays; | 
Left, in the filence and the ſhades of night, 6; 
Greece on her ſable ſhips attempt her flight. 


Their lofty decks, or ſafely cleave the main; 
Some hoſtile wound let every dart beſtow, 1 85 
Some laſting token of the Phrygian . 
Wounds, that long hence may aſk thelr ſpoules' care 
And warn their children from a Trojan war, 
| Now through the circuit of our Ilion wall, 
Let ſacred heralds ſound the ſolemn call; 
Jo bid the fires with hoary honours crown'd, 6 


Firm be the guard, while diſtant lie our powers, 
And let the matrons hang with lights the towers: 


- Suffice, to-night, theſe orders to obey ; _ 


, From theſe deteſted foes to free the land, 
Who plow'd, with fates averſe, the watery w way; 5 


„ POPE'S HOMER. 


Obey the Night, and uſe her peaceful hours Nur 

Our ſteeds to forage, and refreſh our powers, ut! 
Straight from the town be ſheep and oxen ſou one, heal 

And "firengthening bread, and generous wine Lf" 
Wa . een 


ho 
Wl 0-11 
hall 
With 


The flaming piles with plenteous fuel raiſe, 


Not unmoleſted let the wretches gain 


And beardleſs youths, our battlements ſurround. 


Leſt, under cover of the midnight ſhade, 
Th' inſidious foe the naked town invade. — 
A nobler charge ſhall rouze the dawning day. 
The Gods, I truſt, ſhall give to Hector $ hand, 


For Trojan vultures a predeſtin d prey. 


TLIA D, Book VIII. 261 
ur common ſafety muſt be now the care; 
gut ſoon as morning paints the fields of air, 
teath'd in bright arms let every troop engage, 
nd the fir'd fleet behold the battle rage, 660 
hen, then ſhall Hector and Tydides prove, 
hoſe fates are heavieſt in the ſcales of Jove : 
I- morrow's light (oh haſte the glorious morn !) 
all ſee his bloody ſpoils in triumph borne ; 


Ind proſtrate heroes bleed around their lord. 
tain as this, oh! might my days endure, 
rom age inglorious, and black death ſecure; 
0 night my life and glory know no bound, 


b the next dawn, the laſt they ſhall enjoy, 

hall cruſh the Greeks, and end the woes of Troy . 
The leader ſpoke. Fram all his hoſt around 
outs of applauſe along the ſhores reſound. 

ach from the yoke the ſmoking ſteeds unty'd, 
nd fix'd their headſtalls to his chariot fide. 
at ſheep and oxen from the town are led, 

"1th generous wine, and all-ſuſtaining bread. 
ul hecatombs lay burning on the ſhore; 


Care 


675 


ngrateful offering to th' immortal powers! 

toe wrath hung heavy o'er the Trojan towers 1 

or Priam nor his ſons obtain'd their grace; 

ud Troy they hated, and her guilty race. 

The troops exulting ſat in order round, 685 
und ie fires illumin - d all the ground; 


ich this keen Javelin ſhall his breaſt be gor'd, 665 


ike Pallas worſhipp'd, like the ſun renown' d! 670 


te winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 680 
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262 POPE'S HOMER, 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night! 
| Ofer heaven's clear azure ſpreads her ſacred light, 
When not a breath diſturbs the deep ſerene, 
And not a cloud o'ercafts the ſolemn ſcene ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And ftars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole; 
O'er the dark trees a yellower verdure ſhed, 
And tip with filver every mountain's head ; 
Then ſhine the vales, the rocks in prolpect PY 
A flood of glory burſts from all the ſkies: 695 
The conſcious ſwains, rejoicing in the ſight, 
Eye the blue vault, and bleſs the uſeful light: 
So many flames before proud Ilion blaze, 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
The long reflections of the diſtant fires — 00 
| Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the a : 
A thouſand piles the duſky horrours gild, 
And ſhoot a ſhady luftre o'er the field. 
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 
Whoſe umber'd arms, by fits, thick flaſhes ſend; 40 
Loud neigh the courſers o'er their heaps of corn; 
And arcent warriours wait the N morn. 
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ARG UM E N x. 
Ike Embaſſy to Achilles. 
AGAMEMNON, after the laſt day's defeat, propoſy 


to the Greeks to quit the ſiege, and return to their 
country. Diomed oppoſes this; and Neſtor ſeconds 
him, praiſing his wiſdom and reſolution: he orders 
the 15 to be ſtrengthened, and a council ſummoned 
to deliberate what meaſures are to be followed in 
this emergency. Agamemnon purſues this advice: 
and Neſtor farther prevails upon him to ſend Am- 
baſſadors to Achilles, in order to move him to a r- 
conciliation. Ulyſſes and Ajax are made choice of, 
who are accompanied by old Phenix, They make, 
each of them, very moving and prefling ſpeeches; 
but are rejected, with roughneſs, by Achilles, who, 
notwithſtanding, retains Phoenix in his tent. The 
Ambaſſadors return unſucceſsfully to. the camp ; and 
the troops betake themſelves to ſleep. p. 
This book, and the next following, take up the 
ſpace of one night, which is the twenty-ſeventh from 
the beginning of the poem. The ſcene lies on thc 
ſea-ſhore, the ſtation of the Grecian ſhips, _ 
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| While fear, pale comrade of inglorious flight, 
\nd heaven-bred horrour, on the Grecian part, 
Git on each face, and ſadden'd every heart. = 


A double tempeſt of the weft and north 
Srells o'er the ſea, from Thrac1a's frozen ſhore, 
Heaps waves on w aves, and bids th' AÆgean roar; 


of his way and that, the boiling deeps are toſt; „ 
ke, och various paſſions urge the troubled hoſt. 20 
e; rat Agamemnon griev'd above the reſt ; 

8 Sueriour ſorrows ſwell'd his royal breaſt; 


Himſelf his orders to the heralds bears, 
To bid to council all the Grecian peers; 


be t bid in whiſpers: theſe ſurround the chief, ; : 15 | 


nin ſclemn ſadneſs, and majeſtic grief. 

he e king amidſt the mg 2rnful circle roſe; 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent flows: 
do flent fountains, from a rock's tall head, 


I fable ſtreams ſoft-trickling waters ſhed. 20 


With more than vulgar grief he ſtood oppreſt, 
W ws 1 mix'd with fi ighs, thus burſting from his breaſt; 


Ye 


HUS joy ful Troy maintain'd the watch of nicht 3 8 


, from its cloudy dungeon iſſuing forth, 5 
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266 POPE'S HOMER. 


ye ſons of Greece! partake your leader's care; 


Fellows in arms, and princes of the war! 
Of partial Jove too juſtly we complain, 
And heavenly oracles believ'd in vain. 

A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, 


With conqueſt honour'd, and enrich' d with ſpoils: 


| Now ſhameful flight alone can ſave the hoſt; 
Our wealth, our people, and our glory loſt. 
So Jove decrees. Almighty Lord of all! 
Jove, at whoſe nod whole empires riſe or fall, 
Who ſhakes the feeble props of human truſt, 
And towers and armies humbles to the duſt. 
Haſte then, for ever quit theſe fatal fields, 


Haſte to the joys our native country yields; 


Spread all your canvas, all your oars employ 5 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 
le ſaid; deep ſilence held the Grecian band, 
Silent, unmov'd, in dire diſmay they ſtand, 
A penſive ſcene ! till Tydeus' warlike fon _ 
Roll'd on the king his eyes, and thus begun: 


| When kings adviſe us to renounce our fame, 
Firſt let him ſpeak, who firſt has ſuffer'd ſhame. 
If I oppoſe thee, prince, thy wrath with-hold, 4 


The laws of council bid my tongue be bold. 
Thou firſt, and thou alone, in fields of fight, 
Durſt brand my courage, and defame my might: 


Nor from a friend th* unkind reproach appear'd, 


| The Greeks ſtood witneſs, all our army heard. 
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The Gods, O chief! from whom our honours ſpring nd 


The Gods have made thee but by halves a king. 
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They gave thee ſceptres, and a wide command, 
tey gave dominion o'er the ſeas and land ; 

e nobleſt power that might the world controul 55 
ey gave thee not a brave and virtuous ſoul, | 
| this a general's voice, that would ſuggeſt 
feats like his own to every Grecian breaſt ? 
Confiding in our want of worth, he ſtands; ED 
uud if we fly, tis what our king commands. 60 

00 thou, inglorious! from th' embattled plain; 
ſtips thou haſt ſtore, and neareſt to the main; 
\ nobler care the Grecians ſhall employ, 

0 combat, conquer, and extirpate Troy. 
Here Greece ſhall ſtay ; or, if all Greece retire, 65. 
Myſelf will ſtay, till Troy or I expire; 5 
ſelf and Sthenelus will fight for fame; 

ad bade us fight, and 'twas with God we came. 
He ceas d; the Greeks loud acclamations raiſe, 
Ind voice to voice reſounds Tydides praiſe. 70 
Wiſe Neſtor then his reverend figure rear'd ; 
Heſpoke ; the hoſt in ſtill attention heard: 

0 truly great! in whom the Gods have join'd 
uch ſtrength of body with ſuch force of mind; 
conduct, as in courage, you excel, 75 
Kill firſt to act what you adviſe ſo well. = 
Tioſe wholeſome counſels which thy wiſdom moves, 
Aplauding Greece, with common voice, approves. 
Kings thou canſt blame; a bold, but prudent youth ; 
and blame ev'n kings with praiſe, becauſe with truth. 
And yet thoſe years that ſince thy birth have run, 
Would hardly ſtyle thee Neſtor's youngeſt ſon. 


4 


F 


[hey Then 


Wiſe, weighty counſels, aid a ſtate diſtreſt, 


268 PO PE- 8 HOMER. 


Then let me add what yet remains behind, 

A thought uniniſh'd in that generous mind; 
Age bids me ſpeak; nor ſhall th' advice I ke - 

Diſtaſte the people, or offend the king: 

Curs'd is the man, and void of law and right, 

Unworthy property, unworthy light, 

Unit for public rule, or private care; e. 
That wretch, that monſter, who delights in war: 90 
| Whoſe luſt is murder, and whoſe horrid j Joy, 

'To tear his country, and his kind deſtroy ! ! 

his night, refreſh and fortify thy train; 

Between the trench and wall let guards remain. 

Be that the duty of the young and bold; 

But thou, O king, to council call the old : 
Great is thy ſway, and weighty are thy cares; 
Thy high commands muſt ſpirit all our wars. 
With Thracian wines recruit thy honour'd gueſts, 

For happy counſels flow from ſober feaſts. — 10 


And ſuch a monarch as can chuſe the beſt. 
See! what a blaze from hoſtile tents aſpires, 
How near our fleet approach the Trojan fires! FO 
Who can, unmov'd, behold the dreadful light? 105 

What eye beholds them, and can cloſe W 

This dreadful interval determines all; | 
To- morrow, Troy muſt flame, or a muſt fall 
Thus ſpoke the hoary ſage : the reſt obey; _ 
Swift through the gates the guards direct their . 
' His ſon was firſt to paſs the lofty mound, _ 
The generous Thraſymed, in arms renown'd: E 
5 95 % i a . ext 


10 


105 
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Nett him, Aſcalaphus, Iälmen, ſtood, 

he double offspring of the Warriour-God. 
Neipyrus, Apharius, Merion, ; Join, 

ind Lycomed, of Creon's noble line. 

deren were the leaders of the nightly bands; 
And each bold chief a hundred ſpears commands. 
Inne fires they light, to ſhort repaſts they fall; 

ome line the trench, and others man the wall, 
The king of men on public counſels bent, 
Conven'd the princes in his ample tent; _ 5 
Iich ſeiz d a portion of the kingly feaſt, 

But aid his hand when thirſt and hunger ceas'd. 
Then Neſtor ſpoke, for wiſdom long approv'd, 
And, lowly rifing, thus the council mov'd: 
Monarch of nations! whoſe ſuperiour ſway 
Afembled ſtates and lords of earth obey, 

The laws and ſceptres to thy hand are given, 

And millions own the care of thee and Heaven. 
0 king! the counſels of my age attend; 

With thee my cares begin, in thee muſt end; 
Thee, prince! it fits alike to ſpeak and hear, 
Pronounce with judgment, with regard give ear, 
Toſee no wholeſome motion be withſtood, 

And ratify the beſt for public good. 

Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, 

but follow it, and make the wiſdom thine. 


Hear then a thought, not now conceiv'd in haſte, 


At once my preſent judgment, and my paſt: 
When from Pelides' tent you forc'd the maid, 
Lick oppos'd, and faithful durſt diſſuade ; 
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270 POPE'S HOMER, 
But bold of ſoul, when headlong fury fir'd, 
You wrong'd the man, by men and Gods admir'q: 

Now ſeek ſome means his fatal wrath to end, 
With prayers to move him, or with gifts to bend. 

To whom the king: With juſtice haſt thou ſhowy 
A priuce 's faults, and I with reafon own. 
That happy man, whom Jove ſtill honours moſt, 
Is more than armies, and himſelf an hoſt. 
Bleſt in his love, this wond'rous hero ſtands; 
Heaven fights his war, and humbles all our bands, 
Fain would my heart, which err'd through frantic ray 
The wrathful chief and angry Gods afſuage, 

If gifts immenſe his mighty ſoul can bow, 1; 

Hear, all ye Greeks, and witneſs what Ly vow: 

Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 

And twice ten vaſes of refulgent mold; 
Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe unſully'd . 
| Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame: 16 

IJ wel ve ſteeds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 

And ſtill victorious in the duſty courſe; 
(Rich were the man whoſe ample ſtores exceed 
The prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed), 
Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 16 
 Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd, in form divine; 
'The ſame I choſe for more than vulgar Flares, | 
When Leſbos ſunk beneath the hero's arms: 
All theſe, to buy his friendſhip, ſhall be . 
And, join'd with theſe, the long-conteſted maid; In 
With all her charms, Briſeis I reſign,  _ 
And ſolemn ſh wear r thoſe charms were never mine: 
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Loch? d ſhe ſtay'd, uninjur'd ſhe removes, 

ure from my arms, and guiltleſs of my loves. 
eſe, inſtant, ſhall be his; and if the Powers 175 

re to our arms proud Ilion's hoſtile towers, 

Then ſhall he ſtore (when Greece the ſpoil divides) 
ih gold and braſs his loaded navy's ſides. 

Lides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 

In copious love ſhall crown his warm embrace; 180 
uch as himſelf will chooſe; who yield to none, 

Ir yield to Helen's N charms alone. 

et hear me farther : when our wars are o'er, 

ſſafe we land on Argos' fruitful ſhore, 

There ſhall he live my ſon, our honours ſhare, 185 
Ind with Oreſtes' ſelf divide my care. 

[et more—three daughters in my court are bred, 

nd each well worthy of a royal | bed ; 

aodice and Iphigenia fair, 25 

a bright Chry ſothemis with golden Wir:; 190 

er let him chooſe, whom moſt his eyes approve ; 

ak no preſents, no reward for love: 

elf will give the dower ; ſo vaſt a ſtore 

b never father gave a child before. | 

ren ample cities ſhall confeſs his ſway, 195 
im Enope, and Phære him obey, | 
udamyle with ample turrets crown'd, 

nd facred Pedaſus for vines renown'd ; 
ea fair, the paſtures Hira yields, - 
nd rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 200 
e whole extent to Pylos' ſandy plain, 

long the verdant margin of the main, 
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272 ' POPE'S HOMER, 
There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; 
Bold are the men, and generous is the ſoil ; 
There ſhall he reign with power and jultice crown'd 
And rule the tributary realms around. 
All this I give, his vengeance to controul, 
And ſure all this may move his mighty ſoul. 
Pluto, the griſly God, who never ſpares, 
Who feels no mercy, and who hears no prayers, 11, 
Lives dark and dreadful in deep hell's abodes, 
And mortals hate him, as the worſt of Gods, 
Great though he be, it fits him to obey; _ 
| Since more than his my years, and more my ſway, 
The monarch thus. The reverend Neſtor then: 21 
Great Agamemnon! glorious. king of men! 
Such are thy offers as a prince may take, 
And ſuch as fits a generous king to make. 
Let choſen delegates this hour be ſent, 
(Myſelf will name them) to Pelides' tent: 2 
Let Phoenix lead, rever'd for hoary age, 
Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the ſage. 
Vet more to ſanctify the word you ſend, 
Let Hodius and Eurybates attend, 
Now pray to Jove to grant what Greece demands; 21 
Pray, in deep ſilence, and with pureſt hands, 
He ſaid, and all approv'd. The heralds bring 
The cleanſing water from the living ſpring. 
The youth with wine the ſacred goblets crown'd, 
And large libations drench'd the ſands around. 2; 
be rite perform'd, the chiefs their thirſt allay, 
Then from the royal tent they take their way; 


ILIAD, Book IX. 

Wiſe Neſtor turns on each his careful eye, 
Torbids t' offend, inſtructs them to apply: 
Mach he advis'd them all, Ulyſſes moſt, 235 
Ta deprecate the chief, and ſave the hoſt, 
Through the {till night they march, and hear the roar 
)fmurmuring billows on the ſounding ſhore, 

o Neptune, ruler of the ſeas profound, 

Noſe liquid arms the mighty globe ſurround, 240 
bey pour forth vows, their embaſſy to bleſs, 

ind calm the rage of ſtern Racides. Hs 

nd now, arriv'd where on the ſandy bay 

he Myrmidonian tents and veſſels lay, 


mus d at eaſe, the god-like man they found, „ 


ad with the ſolemn harp's harmonious ſound : 


The well-wrought harp from conquer'd Thebæ came, | 


f poliſh'd filver was its coſtly frame): 

ſith this he ſooths his angry ſoul, and ſings 
immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 
troclus only of the royal train, 
lacd in his tent, attends the lofty ſtrains 

ul oppoſite he ſate, and liſten'd long, 

u filence waiting till he ceas'd the ſong, 
nen the Grecian embaſſy proceeds 

o his high tent; the great Ulyſſes leads. 
chilles, Karting, as the chiefs he ſpyd, 
p d from his ſeat, and laid the harp aſide. 


ith like ſurprize aroſe Mencœtius' ſon > 


lides graſp'd their hands, and thus begun: 266 


Princes, all hail! whatever brought you here, 
r ſtrong neceſſity, or urgent Rear; 3 


Vou, XLVIII. 1 Welcome 
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3 %/%ͤĩłů»—B T "POPE'S HOMER. 
Welcome, though Greeks! for not as foes ye came; 
To me more dear than all that bear the name, 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 
And plac'd in ſeats with purple carpets ſpread, 
Then thus—Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
Mix purer wine, and open every ſou. 
Of all the warriours yonder hoſt can ſend, 
Thy friend moſt honours theſe, and theſe thy friend, 27 
Ne ſaid; Patroclus o'er the blazing fire, 
Heaps in a brazen vaſe three chines entire: 
The brazen vaſe Automedon ſuſtains, 
Which fleſh of porket, ſheep, and goat, contains: 
Achilles at the genial feaſt preſides,, 
Ihe parts transfixes, and with {kill divides. 
| Meanwhile Patroclus ſweats the fire to raiſe; 
The tent is brighten'd with the riſing blaze: 
Then, when the languid flames at length fubbe 
He ſtrows a bed of glowing embers wide, 1 
Above the coals the ſmoking fragments turns, 
And ſpringles ſacred ſalt from lifted urns; 
With bread the glittering canniſters they load, 
Which round the board Mencetius' ſon beſtow'd; 
Himſelf, oppos'd t' Ulyſſes full in fight, 
Fach portion parts, and orders every rite, 
Ihe firſt fat offerings, to th' Immortals due, 
| Amidlt the greedy flames Patroclus threw ; 
Then each, indulging in the ſocial feaſt, 
His thirſt and hunger ſoberly repreſt. 
That done, to Phœnix Ajax gave the ſign; 
Not unperceiv'd ; Ulyſſes crown'd with wine 


20 
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be foaming bowl, and inſtant thus began, 

10 ſpeech addrefling to the god-like man: 
Health to Achilles! happy are thy gueſts! 
ot tboſe more honour'd whom Atrides feaſts : 
Though generous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
tat Agamemnon's regal tent affords, 
It greater cares ſit heavy on our ſouls, 
ot eas d by banquets or by flowing bowls. 300 
ſhat ſcenes of ſlaughter in yon fields appear! 

e dead we mourn, and for the living fear; 

reece on the brink of fate all doubtful ſtands, 

downs no help but from thy ſaving hands: 

oy, and her aids, for ready vengeance call; 30 
ar threatening tents already ſhade our wall: 
ar how with ſhouts their conqueſt they proclaim, | 

id point at every ſhip their vengeful flame! 

them the Father of the Gods declares, 

irs are his omens, and his thunder theirs. 310 
x, full of Jove, avenging Hector riſe! . 
, heaven and earth the raging chief defies; 

at fury in his breaſt, what lightning in his ey es! 
waits but for the morn, to fink i in flame 

ke ſhips, the Greeks, and all the Grecian name. 315 
ens! how my country's woes diſtract my mind, 

fate accompliſh all his rage deſign'd. 

imuſt we, Gods! our heads glorious lay 

Trojan duſt, and this the fatal day? 

um, Achilles! oh return, though late, 320 
ue thy Greeks, and ſtop the courſe of fate; 

nthat heart or grief or courage lies, 

le to redeem ah yet, to conquer, riſe ! 
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Ihe virtues of humanity be thine 
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The day may come, when, all our warriours flain, 
That heart ſhall melt, that courage riſe in vain. 
| Regard in time, O prince divinely brave! 
| Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy father gave, 
When Peleus in his aged arms embrac'd 
His parting ſon, theſe accents were his laſt: 
My child! with ſtrength, with glory ind fork, 3 
Thy arms may Juno and Minerva bleſs! _ 
Truft that to Heaven: but thou, thy cares engage 
To calm thy paſſions, and ſubdue thy rage: 
From gentler manners let thy glory grow, 
And ſhun contention, the ſure ſource of woe; 
'That young and old may in thy Re combine, 


3 


This, now deſpis'd, advice thy "RY gave; 
Ah, check thy anger, and be truly brave, 
If thou wilt yield to great Atrides' prayers, 3. 
Gifts worthy thee his royal hand prepares; 
If not—but hear me, while I number o'er 
The proffer d preſents, an exhauſtleſs ſtore: 
Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 
And twice ten vaſes of refulgent mould; 4 
Seven ſacred tripods, whoſe unſully'd frame 
Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame: 
Twelve ſteeds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 
And éſtill victorious in the duſty courſe; 
(Rich were the man whoſe ample ſtores exceed 
Ihe prizes purchas'd by their winged ſpeed). 
Seven lovely captives of the Leſbian line, 
Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd, in form divine; 


» 33 
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e ame he choſe for more than vulgar charms, 
hen Leſbos ſunk beneath thy conquering arms. 3 55 
ll theſe, to buy thy friendſhip, ſhall be paid, 
ind, join'd with theſe, the long-conteſted maid ; 
dich all her charms, Briſeis he'll reſign, 
1d ſolemn ſwear thoſe charms were only thine; 
ntouch'd ſhe ſtay'd, uninjur'd ſhe removes, 360 
ue from his arms, and guiltleſs of his loves. 
eſe, inſtant, ſhall be thine; and if the Powers 
ire to our arms proud Ilion's hoſtile towers, 
en ſhalt thou ſtore (when Greece the ſpoil divides) 
ith gold and braſs thy loaded navy's ſides. 1 
Wefdes, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
Fith copious love ſhall crown thy warm embrace; 18 
ach as thy elf ſhall chuſe; who yield to none, 
I yield to Helen's W charms alone. . 
[et 5 me farther: when our wars are o'er, 370 
ſafe we land on Argos' fruitful ſhore, 
[hers ſhalt thou live bis ſon, his honours are, 
nd with Oreſtes' ſelf divide his care. . 
Fe more three daughters in his court are bred, 
Ind each well worthy of a royal bed; wie 
dice and Iphigenia fair, . 
nd bright Cry ſothemis with golden lair; ; 
ec ſhale thou wed whom moſt thy eyes approve ; 3 
tle aks no preſents, no reward for love: 
Himſelf will give the dower; ſo vaſt a ſore. 
never father gave a child before. 
deen ample cities ſhall confeſs thy ſway, 
bee e Enope, and Pherz thee obey, 
T3 Cardamylc 


3 


80 
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Cardamyle with ample turrets crown'd, 
And ſacred Pedaſus, for vines renown'd : at; 
Zpea fair, the paſtures Hira yields, 
And rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 
The whole extent to Pylos' ſandy plain 
Along the verdant margin of the main. 
| There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; _ 
Bold are the men, and generous is the ſoil. 
There ſhalt thou reign with power and juſtice crown'd 
And rule the tributary realms around, 
Such are the proffers which this day we bring, 
Such the repentance of a ſuppliant king, 37 
But if all this, relentleſs, thou diſdain, 3 
If honour, and if intereſt, plead in vain; 
Vet ſome redreſs to ſuppliant Greece afford, 
And be, amongſt her guardian Gods, ador d. 
If no regard thy ſuffering country cim 
Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame: 
For know that chief, whoſe unreſiſted ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole hoſts retire, 
Proud Hector, now, th' unequal fight demands, 
And only triumphs to deſerve thy hands. 40 
Ihen thus the Goddeſs-born: Ulyſſes, hear 
A faithful ſpeech, that knows nor art, nor fear; 
What in my ſecret ſoul is underſtood, 
My tongue ſhall utter, and my deeds make good. 
Let Greece then know, my purpoſe I retain: 41 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
* heart deteſts him as the gates of hell. 
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Then thus, in ſhort, my fixt reſolves attend, 
hich nor Atrides, nor his Greeks, can bend; 415 
Ng toils, long perils, in their cauſe I bore, 
ut now th' unfruitful glories charm no more. 
gt or fight not, a like reward we claim, 
he wretch and hero find their prize the Tame; 
Miike regretted 1 in the duſt he lies 4.20 
"uy yields ignobly, or who bravely dies. | 
all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 
| life of labours, Io! what fruit remains? 
the bold bird her helpleſs young attends, 
rom danger guards them, and from want defends ; 
ſearch of prey ſhe wings the ſpacious air, 
Ind with th' untaſted food ſupplies her care: 
ar thankleſs Greece ſuch hardſhips have I bra d, 
Her wives, her infants, by my labours rd; 
Long leepleſs nights in heavy arms I ſtood, 430 
Ind ſweat laborious days i in duſt and blood. 
ſack d twelve ample cities on the main, 
nd twelve lay ſmoking on the Trojan plain: 
hen at Atrides haughty feet were laid 
be wealth I gather'd, and the ſpoils I made. 435 
our mighty monarch theſe in peace poſſeſt; 
ome few my ſoldiers had, himſelf the reſt. 
ome preſent too to every prince was paid; 
nd every prince enjoys the gift he made 3 
only muſt refund, of all his train 60 
dee what preheminence our merits gain! E $7 
7 ſpoil alone his greedy ſoul delights : 
ly ſpouſe alone muſt bleſs his luſtful nights: ; 
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The woman, let him (as he may) enjoy; 
But what's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy ? 44s 
| What to theſe ſhores th' aſſembled nations draws, 
| What calls for vengeance but a woman's cauſe? 
Are fair endowments, and a beauteous face, 
Belov'd by none but thoſe of Atreus' race? 
The wife whom choice and paſſion both approve, 450 
Sure every wiſe and worthy man will love. _ 
Nor did my fair-one leſs diſtinction claim; 
Slave as ſhe was, my ſoul ador'd the dame. 
Wrong'd in my love, all proffers I diſdain; 
Deceiv'd for once, I truſt not kings again. 455 
Ve have my anfwer—what remains to do, 1 
Vour king, Ulyſſes, may conſult with you. 
What needs he the defence this arm can make? 
Has he not walls no human force can ſhake? _ 
Has he not fenc'd his guarded navy round, 400 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench profound? 
And will not theſe (the wonders he has done) 
Repel the rage of Priam's fingle fon? 
There was a time ('twas when for Greece I 8 
When Hector's proweſs no ſuch wonders wrought: 4b; 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dar d to wait | 
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Achilles fury at the Scæan gate; 
He try'd it once, and ſcarce was ſav'd by Fate, 2 
Put now thoſe ancient enmities are o'er ; 
'To-morrow we the favouring Gods 3 - 
Then ſhall you ſee our parting veſſels crown'd, 470 
And hear with oars the Helleſpont reſound. 
The third day hence, ſhall Pthia greet our ſails, 


If mighty 5 ſend propitious gales; 
- Pthia 


a to her Achilles ſhall reſtore 475 
e wealth he left for this deteſted ſhore : £ 
ther the ſpoils of this long war ſhall paſs, 

ie ruddy gold, the fteel, and ſhining braſs; 

ſy beauteous captives thither I'll convey, 


5 


Dre only valued gift your tyrant gave, 

And that 1155 5 the fair Lyrneſſian ſlave, 

en tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may hear, 
udlearn to ſcorn the wretch they baſely fear; 

for, arm'd in impudence, mankind he braves, 485 
ud meditates new cheats on all his ſlaves; 1 
[tough ſhameleſs as he is, to face theſe eyes 

what he dares not; if he dares he dies) : 
ſell him, all terms, all commerce, I decline, 


50 


5 


or ſhare his council, not his battle join; 490 
bo 
let the ſtupid prince, whom Jove deprirxes 
fenſe and juſtice, run where frenzy drives; 

b gifts are hateful : kings of ſuch a kind 

and but as ſlaves before a noble mind. 495 
though he proffer'd all himſelf poſſeſt, 

nd all his rapine could from others wreft ; 

tt all the golden tides of wealth that crown 

e many-peopled Orchomenian town; 


ſte world's great empreſs on th? Agyptian plain, 

lat ſpreads her conqueſts o'er a thouſand Rates, 

ind pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 

ro hundred horſemen, and two hundred cars 
on each wide portal iſſuing to the wars) 505 


— 
I 


ua 
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Ind all that reſts of my unraviſh'd prey. 480 


ar once deceiv'd, was his; but twice, were mine. 


0 all proud Thebes' unrivall'd walls contain, Oy 5000 


Though. 
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Ike golden Venus though ſhe charm'd the heart, 


There, deaf for ever to the martial ſtrife, 
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Though bribes were heap'd on bribes, in number moe 
Than duſt in fields, or ſands along the ſhore; 
Should all theſe offers for my friendſhip call; 
Tis he that offers, and I ſcorn them all. 
| Atrides' daughter never ſhall be led 510 
(An ill-match'd conſott) to Achilles' bed; 
And vy'd with Pallas in the works of art. 
Some greater Greek let thoſe high nuptials grace, 
hate alliance with a tyrant's race. oi 
If Heaven reſtore me to my realms with life, 
Ihe reverend Peleus ſhall elect my wife. 
Theſſalian nymphs there are, of form divine, ? 
And kings that ſue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bleſt in kind love my years ſhall glide away, Wi 
Content with juſt hereditary ſway ; 5 


Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. 
Life is not to be bought with heaps of gold; 
Not all Apollo's Pythian treaſures hold, iz 
Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of ſway, 
Can bribe the poor poſſeſſion of a day ! ; 


| Loft herds and treaſures, we by arms regain, | 


And ſteeds unrivall'd on the duſty plain: (Do 
But from our lips the vital ſpirit fled, 5 e 
Returns no more to wake the filent dead. 5 Wit 
My fates long ſince by Thetis were diſclos'd, [ 
And each alternate, life or fame, propos'd ; 1 
Here, if I ſtay, before the Trojan town. 5 If y 


Short is my date, but deathleſs my renown 1 5 Ho 
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eL return, I quit immortal praiſe 

For years on years, and long- extended days. 
Conrinc'd, though late, I find my fond miſtake, 

And warn the Greeks the wiſer choice to make: 

To quit theſe ſhores, their native ſeats enjoy, 540 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 

Jore's arm difplay'd aſſerts her from the ſkies; 

Her hearts are ſtrengthen'd, and her glories riſe, 

Go then, to Greece report our fix'd defign ; 

Bid all your counſels, all your armies join, ; 545 | 
let all your forces, all your arts conſpire, 
To fave the ſhips, the troops, the chiefs, from fire, 

One ſtratagem has fail'd, and others will: 

Ye find, Achilles is unconquer'd ſtill. 

Go then digeſt my meſſage as ye may 
But here this night let reverend Phoenix ſtay: 
His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 
Apeaceful death in Pthia's friendly land. 

But whether he remain, or fail with me. 
His age be ſacred, and his will be fre. ooo. 
The ſon of Peleus ceas'd : the chiefs around 

In filence wrapt, in conſternation drown'd, 

Attend the ftern reply. Then Phenix roſe ; 

(Down his white beard a ſtream of ſorrow flows) 

And while the fate of ſuffering Greece he mourn'd, 560 

With accent weak theſe tender words return d: 
Divine Achilles! wilt thou then retire, 

And leave our hoſts in blood, our fleets on fire? 

I wrath ſo dreadful fill thy ruthleſs mind, 

3 How mall thy friend, thy Phoenix, ſtay behind! ? be 
It The 
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He ſent thee early to th* Achaian hoſt 
Thy youth, as then in ſage debates unſkill'd, 
And new to perils of the direful field: 


'To ſhine in councils and in camps to dare. 


Not though the God, that breath'd my life, reſtore 


To win the damſel, and prevent my fire. 
My fire with curſes loads my hated head, 
And cries, © Ye furies! barren be his bed. 35 


Deſpair and grief diſtract my labouring mind! 
| Gods! what a crime my impious heart deſign'd! 
I thought (but ſome kind God that thought e 


Then meditate my flight; my friends i in van 390 
With prayers entreat me, and with force detain. 


They daily feaſt, with draughts of fragrant wine: 
Strong guards they plac'd, ind watch d nine nights 


| 
; 
| 
| 
3 
' 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
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The royal Peleus, when from Pthia's coaſt 3 


He bade me teach thee all the ways of war; 570 


Never, ah never let me leave thy ſide! 
No time ſhall part us, and no fate divide. 


The bloom I boaſted, and the port I bore, Ty 
When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames, Gr 
(Delightful Greece, the land of lovely dames!) A 
My father, faithleſs to my mother's arms,  _ Th 
Old as he was, ador'd a ſtranger's charms gi 
1 try d what youth could do (at her defire) | coll 0: 


Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below, 
And ruthleſs Proſerpine, confirm'd his vow. «58; 


To plunge the poniard in my father's breaſt : 


On fat of rams, black bulls, and brawny ſwine, 


entir 2E; 


The roofs and porches lam d with conſtant fire. 595 
| 1 he 
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The tenth, J forc'd the gates unſeen of all; 
| and, favour'd by the night, o'erleap'd the wall. 
My travels thence through ſpacious Greece extend ; 
In Pthia's court at laſt my labours end. | 
Your fire receiv'd me, as his ſon careſs'd, 600 
With gifts enrich'd, and with poſſeſſions bleſs'd. 
The ſtrong Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign, 
And all the coaſt that runs along the main, 
y love to thee his bounties J repaid, 5 
15 WH And early wiſdom to thy ſoul convey'd ; 605 
Creat as thou art, my leſſons made thee bravo, 
Achild I took thee, but a hero gave. 
Thy infant breaſt a like affection ſhow'd ; 
Still in my arms (an ever-pleaſing load), 


No food was grateful but from Phœnix' hand, 

I paſs my watchings o'er thy helpleſs years, 

The tender labours, the compliant cares; 
The Gods (I thought) revers'd their hard decree, 


Thy growing virtues juſtify'd my cares, 

And promis'd comfort to my filver hairs. 
Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, reſign'd; 
A cruel heart ill ſuits a manly mind: 


$508 Tie Gods (the only great, and only wiſe) 620 


Are moy'd by offerings, vows, and ſacrifice; 
Vending man their high compaſſion wins, = 
And daily prayers atone for daily ſins. 

Prayers are Jove's daughters, of celeſtial race, 


Or at my knee, by Phenix would'ſt thou ſtand; 610 


And Phenix felt a father's joys in thee: 615 


lame are their feet, and wrinkled 1 1s their face; 625 
. With 
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With humble mien and with dejected eyes, 
Conſtant they follow, where injuſtice flies: 
Injuſtice, ſwift, erect, and unconfin'd, 


The 
In ve 


0n C 


Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o'er mankind, That 
While prayers, to heal her wrongs, move ſlow behind, This 
Who hears theſe daughters of almighty Jove, Grea 
For him they mediate to the throne above: (Ther 


When man rejects the humble ſuit they make, The 
The fire revenges for the daughter's ſake; 
From Jove commiſſion'd, fierce e then z 
Deſcends, to puniſh unrelenting men. 
Oh, let not headlong paſſion bear the ſway; 
Theſe reconciling Goddeſſes obey : 
Due honours to the ſeed of Jove belong; 
Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the 3 640 | 
Were theſe not paid thee by the terms we bring, 
Were rage ſtill harbour'd in the haughty king: 
Nor Greece, nor all her fortunes, ſhould engage 
Thy friend to plead againſt ſo juſt a rage. 
But ſince what honour aſks, the general ſends, 615 
And ſends by thoſe whom moſt thy heart comments, 
The beſt and nobleſt of the Grecian train; 
Permit not theſe to ſue, and ſue in vain! 
Let me (my ſon) an ancient fact unfold, Aj 
A great example drawn from times of old; 6g 
Hear what our fathers were, and what their praiſe, 
Who conquer'd their revenge in former days. 
Where Calydon on rocky mountains ſtands, 
Once fought th* ÆEtolian and Curetian bands; 
To guard it thoſe, to conquer theſe advance; 6) 
And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance. : 
— 1 The 
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This beaſt (when many a chief his tuſks had ſlain) 
Great Meleager ſtretch'd along the plain. 
Iren, for his ſpoils, a new debate aroſe, 
The neighbour nations thence commencing foes. 
rong as they were, the bold Curetes fail d, 66x 
While Meleager's thundering arm prevail'd: 
Till rage at length inflam'd his lofty breaſt 
(for rage invades the wiſeſt and the beſt). 
Curs'd by Althea, to his wrath he yields, 


dhe from Marpeſſa ſprung, divinely fair, 
And matchleſs Idas, more than man in war; 
The God of day ador'd the mother's charms : 
„Againſt the God the father bent his arms: 


— 


by 


From Cleopatra chang'd this daughter's name, 

„And call'd Alcyone; a name to ſhow 

* The father's grief, the mourning mother's w oe.“ 5 
Jo her the chief retir'd from ſtern debate, 5 
hut found no peace from fierce Althæa's hate: 680 
Althza's hate th' unhappy warriour drew, 
Whoſe luckleſs hand his royal uncle flew ; _ 

ie beat the ground, and call'd the powers beneath | 

Un her own ſon to wreak her brother's death : 


And the red hends that walk the nightly round, 


287 
The filver Cynthia bade Contention riſe, | 
In vengeance of neglected ſacrifice ; 
On Oeneus' field ſhe ſent a monſtrous boar, 
That level'd harveſts, and whole foreſts tore : 660 


And in his wife's embrace forgets the fields. © 670 | 


&Th' afflicted pair, their ſorrows to proclaim, 675 


Hell heard her curſes from the realms profound, 685 


0 


With piercing cries, and ſupplicating tears; 


N And be amongſt our guardian Gods ador'd. 
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In vain Mtolia her deliverer waits, 
War ſhakes her walls, and thunders at her gates, 
She ſent ambaſſadors, a choſen band, | 
Prieſts of the Gods, and elders of the land; 6. 
Beſought the chief to ſave the finking ſtate : 
Their prayers were urgent, and their proffers great: 
(Full fifty acres of the richeſt ground, 
Half paſture green, and half with vineyards crown d 
His ſuppliant father, 1 Oeneus, came; 
His ſiſters follow d; ev'n the vengeful . 
Althæa ſues; his friends before him fall: 
He ſtands relentleſs, and rejects them all. 
Meanwhile the victor's ſhouts aſcend the ies, 
The walls are ſcal'd; the rolling flames ariſe; 
At length his wife (a form divine) en, 


She paints the horrours of a conquer'd town, 
The heroes ſlain, the palaces o erthrown, 
The matrons raviſh'd, the whole race enſlav d: 70 
Ihe warriour heard, he vanquiſh'd, and he fav'd, 
Th Ætolians, long diſdain'd, now took their tum, 
And left the chief their broken faith to mourn. 
Learn hence, betimes to curb pernicious ire, 
Nor ſtay, till yonder fleets aſcend in fire: . 
Accept the preſents; draw thy conquering ford; 


Thus he, The ſtern Achilles thus rephy'd: 
My ſecond father, and my reverend guide: 
Thy friend, believe me, no ſuch gifts demands, '! 
And aſks no honours from a mortal's hands: | 
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me honours me, and favours my deſigns; 

is pleaſure guides me, and his will confines : 
nd here I ſtay (if ſuch his high beheſt) 

Chile life's warm ſpirit beats within my breaſt, 
et hear one word, and lodge it in thy heart; 

o more moleſt me on Atrides' part: 

Pit for him theſe tears are taught to flow, | 

or him theſe ſorrows ? for my orm foe? 

| generous friendſhip no cold medium knows, 
uns with one love, with one reſentment glows; 
he ſhould our intereſts and our paſſions be ; 
friend muſt hate the man that injures me. 

Jo this, my Phoenix, *tis a generous part; 

{ ſhare my realms, my honours, and my heart. 
t theſe return: our voyage, or our ſtay, | 

> undetermin'd till the dawning day. 
He ceas d: then order'd for the ſage's bed 
warmer couch with numerous carpets ſpread. 
ith that, ſtern Ajax his long filence broke, 
Ind thus, impatient, to Uly es ſpoke: _ 

Hence let us go—why waſte we time in vain! 3 
e what effect our low ſubmiſſions gain! 

kd or not lik'd, his words we mult relate, 

te Greeks expect them, and our heroes wait, 
roud as he is, that iron-heart retains 

6 ubborn purpoſe, and his friends diſdains. 
em and unpitying! if a brother bleed, 

muſt atonement, we remit the deed; 

ire the laughter of his ſon forgives ; 


te price of blood diſcharg'd, the murderer li; es: - 
Vol. XLVIII. | 
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Conſume your veſſels, and approach my own; 
]uuſt there, th' impetuous homicide ſhall ſtand, 
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The haughtieſt hearts at length their rage reſign, 
And gifts can conquer every ſoul but thine, _ 
The Gods that unrelenting breaſt have ſteel'd, 
And curs'd thee with a mind that cannot yield, 
One woman-ſlave was raviſh'd from thy arms: 
Lo, ſeven are offer'd, and of equal charms, 
Then hear, Achilles! be of better mind; 
Revere thy roof, and to thy gueſts be kind; 
And know the men, of all the Grecian hoſt, 
Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moſt, 
Oh ſoul of battles, and thy people's guide! | 
(To Ajax thus the firſt of Greeks reply'd) 
Well haſt thou ſpoke; but at the tyrant's name 
My rage rekindles, and my ſoul 's on flame; 
Tis juſt reſentment, and becomes the brave; 5 
Diſgrac'd, diſhonour'd, like the vileſt ſlave! 
Return then, heroes! and our anſwer bear, 
Ihe glorious combat is no more my care; 
Not till, amidſt yon ſinking navy ſlain, 
The blood of Greeks ſhall dye the ſable main; 
Not till the flames, by Hector's fury thrown, 


; 


There ceaſe his battle, and there feel our hand. 71 
This ſaid, each prince a double goblet crown'd, 
And caſt a large libation on the ground; 
'Then to their veſſels, through the hoy ſhades, 
The chiefs return; divine Ulyſſes leads. 
Meantime Achilles' ſlaves prepar'd a bed, 77 
With fleeces, carpets, and ſoft linen ſpread: 1 
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here, till the ſacred morn reſtor d the day, | 
 ſumber ſweet the reverend Phenix lay, 


| ut in his inner tent, an ampler ſpace, „ 
„ies lept ; and in his warm embrace 780 
vir Diomede of the Leſbtan race. 


, for Patroclus was the couch prepar d, 

Hoſe nightly joys the beauteous Iphis ſhar d; 

Lhilles to his friend conſign'd her charms, 

hen cy ros fell before his conquering arms. 785 
nd now th' elected chiefs, whom Greece had fent, 
id through the hoſts, and reach'd the royal tent. 

en riſing all, with goblets in their hands, 

e peers and leaders of the Achaian bands, 

ald their return. Atrides firſt begun: 790 
day what ſucceſs? divine Laertes fon! q ET 
chiles high reſolves declare to all; 

turns the chief, or muſt our navy fall? 

Great king of nations! (Ithacus reply'd) 

i'd is his wrath, unconquer'd is his pride; 795 
e ſights thy friendſhip, thy propoſals ſcorns, 

u, thus implor'd, with fiercer fury burns: 

ofare our army, and our fleets, to free, 

rot his care; but left to Greece and thee. 

dur eyes ſhall view, when morning paints the ſky, 
neath his oars the whitening billows fly, 

too he bids our oars and fails employ, 

(or hope the fall of heaven- protected Troy; 

ore o'erſhades her with his arm divine, | 
Ipires her war, and bids her glory ſhine. gf 
ch as his word: what farther he declar'd, 5 

i . lacred heralds and great Ajax heard, 


Uz 5 
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But Pheenix in his tent the chief retains, 
Safe to traniport him to his native plains, 3 
When morning dawns : if other he decree, 810 
His age is ſacred, and his choice is free. 
Ulyſſes ceas'd : the great Achaian hoſt, 
With ſorrow {21z'd, in conſternation loft, 
| Attend the ſtern reply. Tydides broke 
Ihe general filence, and undaunted poke: :- -- $1 
Why ſhould we gifts to proud Achilles ſend ? 
Or ſtrive with prayers his haughty ſoul to bend? 
His country's woes he glories to deride, 
And prayers will burſt that ſwelling heart with pride. 
Be the fierce impulſe of his rage obey'd; $20 
Oor battles let him, or deſert, or aid; 
Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit; 
That, to his madneſs, or to Heaven commit: 
What for ourſelves we can, is always ours; 
This night, let due repaſt refreſh our powers #82 
(For ſtrength conſiſts in ſpirits and in blood, 
And thoſe are ow'd to generous wine and food); 
But when the roſy meſſenger of dag 
Strikes the blue mountains with her golden ray, 
Rang 'd at the ſhips, let all our ſquadrons ſhine, $3 
In flaming arms, a long extended line: | 
In the dread front let great Atrides ſtand, 
Ihe firſt in danger, as in high command. 
Shouts of acclaim the liſtening heroes raiſe, 
Then aach to Heaven the due libations pays; 8; 
Till ſleep, deſcending o'er the tents, beſtows 
Ihe grateful bleſſings of deſir'd repoſe, 
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| UPON the refuſal of Achilles to return to the army 


ARGUMENT, 


T he Night Adventure of Diomed and Ulyſſes, 


the diſtreſs of Agamemnon is deſcribed in the mo 
lively manner. He takes no reſt that night, by 
| paſſes through the camp, awaking the leaders, and 
contriving all poſſible methods for the public ſafet 

Menelaus, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, and Diomed, are em 
ployed in raiſing the reſt of the captains. They call 
a council of war, and determine to ſend ſcouts int 
the enemy's camp, to learn their poſture, and diſco 
ver their intentions, Diomed undertakes this be 
zardous enterprize, and makes choice of Ulyſſes { 
his companion. In their paſſage they ſurprize Dolon 

whom Hector had ſent on a like deſign to the can 

of the Grecians. From him they are informed 
the ſituation of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, an 
particularly of Rheſus, and the Thracians who we 


lately arrived. They paſs on with ſucceſs; k 
' Rheſus, with ſeveral of his officers, and ſeize . 
famous horſes of that prince, with which they re y 


turn in triumph to the camp. : 


| The ſame night continues; the ſcene lies in tl 
OO campe, bs CR 
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| LL night the chiefs before their veſſels lay, 
1 And loſt in ſleep the labours of the day: 
All but the king; with various thoughts oppreſt, 


His country's cares lay rolling in his breaſt, 


when, by lightnings, Jove's ztherial power 


Foretells the rattling hail, or weighty ſhower, 

Or ſends ſoft ſnows to whiten all the -— << 

Or bids the brazen throat of war to roar; 

By fits one flaſh ſucceeds as one expires, 

Ind heaven flames thick with momentary fires... 
do burſting frequent from Atrides' breaſt, 

digbs following ſighs his inward fears confeſt. 

Now o'er the field, dejected, he ſurveys 


from thouſand Trojan fires the mounting blaze; 


Hears in the paſſing wind their muſick blow, 
And marks diſtin the voices of the foe. 
Now looking backwards to the fleet and coaſt, 
Anxious he ſorrows for th' endanger'd hoſt... 

He rends his hairs in ſacrifice to Jove, 

And ſues to him that ever lives above : 

Inly he groans; while glory and deſpair 
Divide his heart, and wage a doubtful war. 
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A thouſand cares his Iabouring breaſt revolres; 
To ſeek ſage Neſtor now the chief reſolves, 
With him, in wholeſome counſels, to debate 
What yet remains to fave th' afflicted ſtate, 
He roſe, and firſt he caſt his mantle round, 
Next on his feet the ſhining ſandals bound ; 
A lion's yellow ſpoils his back conceal'd; 
His warlike hand a pointed javelin held. 
Meanwhile his brother, preit with equal woes, 
Alike deny'd the gifts of ſoft repoſe, 
Laments for Greece; that in his cauſe before 
So much had ſuffer'd, and muſt ſuffer more. 
A leopard's ſpotted hide his ſhoulders ſpread ; 
A brazen helmet glitter'd on his head: 
Thus (with a javelin in his hand) he went 
To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 
Already wak'd, Atrides he deſcry'd, 
His armour buckling at his veſſel's fide. 
Joyful they met; the Spartan thus begun : 
| Why puts my brother his bright armour on? 
| Sends he ſome ſpy, amidft theſe filent hours, 
To try yon eamp, and watch the Trojan powers? 
hut ſay, what hero ſhall ſuſtain that ta? 4 
Such bold exploits uncommon courage aſk; 
 Guideleſs, alone, through night's dark ſhade to 20, 
And 'midſt a hoſtile camp explore the foe! 
To whom the king: In ſuch diſtreſs we ſtand, 
No vulgar counſels our affairs demand; 
Greece to preſerve, is now no eaſy part, 5 
Hut aſks high wiſdom, deep deſign, and art: , 
| f h 5 0 
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For Tore oth our humble prayer denies, 
and bows his head to Hector's ſacrifice. 
What eye has witneſs'd, or what ear beliey'd, 
h one great day, by one great arm atchiev'd, 
duch wondrous deeds as Hector's hand has done, 
and we beheld, the laſt revolving ſun 


Iynat honours the belov'd of Jove adorn! 
qrung from no God, and of no Goddeſs born, 


Yet ſuch his acts, as Greeks unborn ſhall tell; 


Jud curſe the battle where their fathers fell. 


Now ſpeed thy haſty courſe along the fleet, 


Qurſelf to hoary Neſtor will repair; 
To keep the guards on duty, be his care ; 


Say mall I tay, or with diſpatch return? 
There ſhalt thou ſtay (the king of men replyd) 
Ile may we miſs to meet, without a guide, 
The paths ſo many, and the camp ſo wide. 


Forget we now our ſtate and lofty birth; 


Tolabour 1s the lot of man below; 
And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe. 
This ſaid, each parted to his ſeveral cares; 
The king to Neſtor's ſable ſhip repairs; 

The ſage. protector of the Grecks he found 
Grerc 1 in his bed with all his arms around ; i 


There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete; . 


till, with your voice, the ſlothful ſoldiers raiſe, Ho 
Urge, by their father's fame, their future praiſe, 75 


Not titles here, but works, muſt prove our worth. 
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[For Neſtor's influence beſt that quarter e, . 
Whoſe ſon with Merion o'er the watch preſides.) 
To whom the Spartan : "Theſe thy orders borne, 
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The various-colour'd ſcarf, the ſhield he rear, 
The ſhining helmet, and the pointed ſpears: 

The dreadful weapons of the warriour's rage, 

That, old in arms, diſdain'd the peace of age. 

Then, leaning on his hand his watchful head, 

The hoary monarch rais'd his eyes, and ſaid : 
What art thou, ſpeak, that on deſigns unknown, « 
While others ſleep thus range the camp alone? 
|  Seek'ſt thou ſome friend, or nightly centinel ? 
Stand off, approach not, but thy purpoſe tell. 
O ſon of Neleus (thus the king rejoin'd) 
Pride of the Greeks, and glory of thy kind! 
Lo here the wretched Agamemnon ſtands, 
 'Th' unhappy general of the Grecian bands; 

| Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend, 

And woes, that only with his life ſhall end! 
Scarce can my knees theſe trembling limbs ſuſtain, 1( 

And ſcarce my heart ſupport its load of pain. 
No taſte of ſleep theſe heavy eyes have known; 
Confus'd, and ſad, I wander thus alone, 
With fears diſtracted, with no fix'd deſign; 
And all my people's miſeries are mine, 
If aught of uſe thy waking thoughts ſuggeſt, | 
( Since cares, like mine, deprive thy ſoul of reſt} Thy 


Impart thy counſel, and aſſiſt thy friend ; My 
Now let us jointly to the trench deſcend, ,. He 
At every gate the fainting guard excite, Win 


+ Tir'd with the toils of day and watch of night: 
Elſe may the ſudden foe our works invade, 
So near, and favour'd by the gloomy ſhade 


To him thus Neſtor : Truſt the Powers above, 
Nor think proud Hector's hopes confirm'd by Jove: | 
How ill agree the views of vain mankind, 

ind the wiſe counſels of th' Eternal Mind! 
\ndacious Hector! if the Gods ordain 
That great Achilles riſe and rage again. 


o faithful Neſtor thy command obeys; 
ecare 1s next our other chiefs to raiſe 2 
Ulyſſes, Diomed, we chiefly need; : 
Meges for ſtrength, Oileus fam'd for ſpeed. 
To thoſe tall ſhips, remoteſt of the fleet, 

Where lie great Ajax, and the king of Crete. 
Torouſe the Spartan I myſelf decree; 

ear as he is to us, and dear to thee, 


With his great brother in this martial care: 
lim it behov'd to every chief to ſue, 
feventing every part perform'd by you; 

for ſtrong neceſſity our toils demands, 


To whom the king: With reverence we allow | 

Thy juſt rebukes, yet learn to ſpare them now. 

My generous brother is of gentle kind, _ 

He ſeems remiſs, but bears a valiant mind; 
Through too much deference to our R ſway, 
Content to follow when we lead the way. 
but now, our ills induſtrious to prevent, 

"ng ere the reſt, he For, and —_ my tent. : 
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What toils attend thee, and what woes remain ! ! 1200 


ome other be diſpatch'd of nimbler feet, 125 by : 


Yet muſt I tax his ſloth, that claims no Aw 5 130 


Chims all our hearts, and urges all our hands. 13 5 : 


The 


. 
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Warm with the ſofteſt wool, and doubly lin'd. 


300 POPE 's HOMER. 
The chiefs you nam'd, already at his call, 
Prepare to meet us near the navy wall; 

Aſſembling there, between the trench and gates, 
Near the night-guards, our choſen council waits. 
Then none (ſaid Neſtor) ſhall his rule withſtand, 
For great examples juſtify command. 

| With that the venerable warriour roſe; 1K 
The ſhining greaves his manly legs incloſe ; | 
His purple mantle golden buckles join'd, 


T4; 


Then, ruſhing from his tent, he ſnatch'd in haſte 
| His ſteely lance, that lighten'd as he paſt. 1; 
The camp he travers'd through the leeping croud, 

Stopp'd at Ulyſles' tent, and call'd aloud. 

_ Ulyſſes, ſudden as the voice was ſent, - 
Awakes, ſtarts up, and iſſues from his tent. 
What new diſtreſs, what ſudden cauſe of fright, 166 
Thus leads you wandering in the ſilent night; 

O prudent chief! (the Pylian ſage reply'd) 

Wiſe as thou art, be now thy wiſdom try'd; 
Whatever means of ſafety can be ſought, 
Whatever counſels can inſpire our thought, 
Whatever methods, or to fly or fight; 

All, all depend on this important night! 

He heard, return'd, and took his painted ſhield: 
'Then join'd the chiefs, and follow'd through the field, 
Without his tent, bold Diomed they found, 17 
All ſheath'd in arms, his brave companions round; 
Each ſunk in ſleep, extended on the field, 
His head reclining on his boſſy ſhield, Er 
| | „„ 4 | A woo 
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ood of ſpears ſtood by, that, fix'd upright, 
ot from their flaſhing points a quivering mane 4378: - 
bull's black hide compos'd the hero's bed; 

\fplendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. 

ten, with his foot, old Neſtor gently ſhakes 

: lumbering chief, and in theſe words awakes : 
Riſe, ſon of Tydeus! to the brave and ſtrong 180 
get ſeems inglorious, and the night too long. 5 

ju fleep'it thou now ? when from yon hill the foe 

langs o'er the fleet, and ſhades our walls below? 

this, ſoft ſlumber from his eye-lids fledj 

te warriour ſaw the hoary chief, and ſaid, 185 
ondrous old man! whoſe ſoul no reſpite knows, _ 
hough years and honours bid thee ſeek repoſe. 

ler younger Greeks our ſleeping warriours wake; 

Il fits thy age theſe toils to undertake, 

y friend (he anſwer'd) generous is thy care, 198 
Theſe toils, my ſubjects and my ſons might bear, 
Their loyal thoughts and pious loves conſpire 

veaſe a ſovereign, and relieve a fire, 

It now the laſt deſpair ſurrounds our hoſt ; 
No hour muſt paſs, no moment muſt be loſt ; 195 
lach ſingle Greek, in this concluſive rife, 5 15 
ends on the ſharpeſt edge of death or life: 

let, if my years thy kind regard engage, 

Employ thy youth as I employ my age: 
cceed to theſe my cares, and rouze the reſt; _ 200. 
lle ſerres me moſt, who ſerves his country beſt, 

This ſaid, the hero o'er his ſhoulders lung _ | 


16 


eld, 


alion's ſpoils, that to his ancles hung; 
Ihen ſeiz d his ponderous lance, and ſtrode along. 
Meges 


| So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 


Tis well, my ſons! your nightly cares employ; 225 
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| Meges the bold, with Ajax fam'd for ſpeed, 2 ol 
The warriour rouz'd, and to th' entrenchments led. 
And now the chiefs approach the nightly guard ; 
A wakeful ſquadron, each in arms prepar'd: 
Th' unweary'd watch their liſtening leaders keep, 
And, couching cloſe, repel invading fleep. 21, 


With toil protected from the prowling train, 
When the gaunt lioneſs, with hunger bold, 
Springs from the mountains tow'rd the guarded fold: 
Through breaking woods her ruſtling courſe they hear; 
Loud, and more loud, the clamours ſtrike their ear 
Of hounds and men; they ſtart, they gaze around, 
Watch every fide, and turn to every found. 

Thus watch'd the Grectans, cautious of ns | 
Each voice, each motion, drew their ears and eyes; 220 
Each ſtep of paſting feet increas'd th' affrighht; 
And hoftile Troy was ever full in fight. 

Neftor with joy the wakeful band ſurvey'd, 

And thus accoſted through the gloomy ſhade : 


Elſe muſt our hoſt become the ſcorn of 'Froy. 

Watch thus, and Greece ſhall live = The hero ſaid ; 

Then o'er the trench the following chieftains led. 

His ſon, and god-like Merion march'd behind 

(For theſe the princes to their council join d); 230 

The trenches paſt, th' aſſembled kings around 

In filent ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 

A place there was yet undefil'd with gore, 

The ſpot where Hector ſtopp'd his rage before; 1 
8925 * When 


Repriev'd the relicks of the Grecian band : ? 
(ſhe plain beſide with mangled corpſe was ſpread, 
1nd all his progreſs mark'd by heaps of dead.) 
ſbere ſat the mournful kings: when Neleus' ſon 


& there (ſaid he) a chief ſo greatly brave, 

lis life to hazard, and his country ſave? 
les there a man, who ſingly dares to go 
To yonder camp, or ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe ? 2 


Their ſpeech, their counſels, and deſigns, to hear ? 7. 
to beſiege our navies they prepare, 

br Troy once more muſt be the ſeat of war ? 2 

is could he learn, and to our peers recite, 

20 
| at fame were his through all ſucceeding days, 
While Phoebus ſhines, or men have tongues to praiſe ? 
bat gifts his grateful country would beftow ? 

gat muſt not Greece to her deliverer owe ? 


Nith each a ſable lambkin by her ſide; 

every rite his ſhare ſhould be increas'd, 

nd his the foremoſt honours of the feaſt. 

Far held them mute: alone, untaught to far, 
230 


ſuougl yon black camps to bend my dangerous way. 
ume God within commands, and I obey. L 
it let ſome other choſen warriour join, 
raiſe my hopes, and ſecond my deſign, 
„ By 
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nen night deſcending, from his vengeful hand 235 


e council opening, in theſe words begun: 240 
, favour'd by the night, approach ſo near, 50 
uud paſs unharm'd the dangers of the night; 15 250 : 


fable ewe each leader ſhould provide, 5 25 5 
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jlides ſpoke — The man you ſeek; is here. 260 . 
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304 POPE'S'HOMER 
By mutual confidence, and mutual aid, | 205 
Great deeds are done, and great diſcoveries made; 
The wiſe new prudence from the wiſe acquire, 
And one brave hero fans another's fire, 
Contending leaders at the word aroſe : 
Each generous breaſt with emulation glows : 
So brave a taſk each Ajax ſtrove to ſhare, 
Bold Merion ſtrove, and Neftor's valiant heir; 
The Spartan wiſh'd the ſecond place to gain, 
And great Ulyſſes wiſh'd, nor wiſh'd in vain. 
Then thus the king of men the conteſt ends: 257 
Thou firſt of warriours, and thou beſt of friends, 
Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 
In this great enterprize, is only thine. 
| Juſt be thy choice, without affection made; 
Io birth, or office, no reſpect be paid; 2280 
Let worth determine here. The monarch ſpake, 7 
And inly trembled for his brother's ſake. 
Then thus (the god-like Diomed rejoin'd) : 
My choice declares the impulſe of my mind, 
How can I doubt, while great Ulyſſes ſtands 28 
To lend his counſels, and aſſiſt our hands? 
A chief, whoſe ſafety is Minerva's care; 
So fam'd, ſo dreadful, in the works of war: 
Bleſt in his conduct, I no aid require; : 
| Wiſdom like his might paſs through games of fire. 20 
It fits thee not, before theſe chiefs of fame, 
= (Reply'd the ſage) to praiſe me, or to blame: 
Praiſe from a friend, or cenſure from a fo, 
Are loſt on hearers that our merits know. 


; 270 
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wt let us haſte— Night rolls the hours away, 29 
ſhe reddening Orient ſhows the coming day, 

rhe ſtars ſhine fainter on th' æthereal plains, 

1nd of Night's empire but a third remains. 

Thus having ſpoke, with generous ardour preſt, 

harms terrific their huge limbs they dreſt. 300 
\two-edg'd faulchion Thraſymed the brave, 

nd ample buckler, to Tydides gave: 

Then in a leathern helm he cas'd his head, 

Cort of its creſt, and with no plume $67 a . 
buch as by youths unus'd to arms are worn; 308 
No ſpoils enrich it, and no ſtuds adorn.) 

ext him Ulyſſes took a ſhining ſword, 

Abow and quiver, with bright arrows ſtor'd : 

 yell-prov'd caſque, with leather braces bound, 
[Tiy-gift, Meriones) his temples crown'd; _ 30 5 
Mott wool within; without, in order head; - EE: 
Abour's white teeth grinn'd horrid o'er his head. 

lis from Amyntor, rich Ormenus' ſon, 

ntolychus by fraudful rapine won, 

dad gave Amphidamas; from him the prize 315 
aus receiv'd, the pledge of ſocial ties; e 
ſhe helmgt next by Merion was poſleſs'd, 

nd now Ulyſſes' thoughtful temples preſs'd. 

Thus ſheath'd in arms, the council they 8 | 

nd dark through paths oblique their progreſs take, | 
hat then, in ſign ſhe favour'd their intent, | 
\long-wing'd heron great Minerva ſent : 
tis, though ſurrounding ſhades obſcur' d their view, 
y the fill ng. and whiſtling wings, * knew. 
Vor- XVII. X = 
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Peace was his charge; receiv'd with peacetul 11 


Ihen help'd by thee, and cover'd by thy ſhield, 


| Whoſe taper tops refulgent gold adorns. 


Accords their vow, ſucceeds their enterprize. 
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As from the right ſhe ſoar'd, Ulyſſes pray'd, 
| Hail'd the glad omen, and addreſs' d the Maid: 
— daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield! 
O thou! for ever preſent in my way, 
Who all my motions, all my toils, ſurvey! 
Safe may we paſs beneath the gloomy ſhade, 
Safe by thy ſuccour to our ſhips convey'd ; 
And let ſome deed this ſignal night adorn, 
To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn. 

Then god-like Diomed preferr d his prayer: 4 
Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pallas! hear, 
Great Queen of arms, whoſe favour Tydeus won; 

As thou defend'ſt the fire, defend the ſon. 
When on #ſopus' banks the banded powers 
| Of Greece he left, and ſought the Theban towers, ; 


32 


He went a legate, but return'd a foe : 


He fought with numbers, and made numbers yield, 
So now be preſent, Oh celeſtial Maid! 5 
So ſtill continue to the race thine aid! 

A youthful ſteer ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 
 Untam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 
With ample forehead, and with ſpreading horns, 


The heroes pray'd ; and Pallas from the ſkies 


| Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 


With dreadful thou Shit they trace the dreary Way, 
Thro 
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ſuough the black horrours of th' enſanguin d plain, 
rough duſt, through blood, o'er arms and hills of 
Nor leſs bold Hector, and the ſons of Troy, [ſlain, 
| high deſigns the wakeful hours employ ; | 
r aſſembled peers their lofty chief inclos'd ; 
ho thus the counſels of his breaſt propos d: 
what glorious man for high attempts prepar d, 
IN greatly venture, for a rich reward, 
onder fleet a bold diſcovery make, 
it watch they keep, and what reſolves they take 5 
wy ſubdued they meditate their flight, 365 
Il ſpent with toil negle& the watch of night? 2 
sbe the chariot that ſhall pleaſe him moſt,, 

l the plunder of the vanquiſh'd hoſt z _ 
the fair ſteeds that all the reſt excel, 

ul his the glory to have ſerv'd ſo well. 

Ayouth there was among the tribes of Tr. 
lon his name, Eumedes' only boy 

negirls beſide the reverend herald told) 

kh was the ſon in braſs, and rich in gold; 
tbleſt by nature with the charms of face, 375 
tfvift of foot, and matchleſs in the race. 

or! (he ſaid) my courage bids me meet 

b high atchievement, and explore the fleet: 9 
(firſt exalt thy ſceptre to the ſkies, 

wear to grant me the demanded prize; 
immortal courſers, and the glittering car, 

ut bear Pelides through the ranks of war, 
wurag'd thus, no idle ſcout I go, 

* wiſh, their whole intention know, 
Xz2 
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| Ev'n to the royal tent purſue my way, 
And all their counſels, all their aims betray, 
I be chief then heav'd the golden ſceptre high, 
Atteſting thus the monarch of the ſky : 
Be witneſs thou! immortal lord of all! 
Whoſe thunder ſhakes the dark atrial hall: 
By none but Dolon ſhall this prize be borne, 
And him alone th' immortal ſeeds adorn. 

Thus Hector ſwore: the Gods were call 'd in vat 

But the raſh youth prepares to ſcour the plain: 

- Acroſs his back the bended bow he flung, 

A wolf's grey hide around his ſhoulders hung, 

A ferret's downy fur his helmet lin'd, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhin'd. 5 
Then (never to return) he ſought the ſhore, 
And trod the path his feet muſt tread no more. 
Scarce had he paſs'd the ſteeds and Trejan Gem 
(Still bending forward as he cours'd along), 
When, on the hollow way, th' approaching tread 
= Lan mark'd, and thus ro Diomed: _ 
DO friend! 1 hear ſome ſtep of hoſtile feet, 
5 e this way, or haſtening to the fleet; 
Some ſpy perhaps, to lurk beſide the main; 
Or nightly pillager that {rips the ſlain. 
Vet let him paſs, and win a little ſpace; 5 
Then ruſh behind him, and prevent his pace. 

| But if too ſwift of foot he flies before, 
Confine his courſe along the fleet and-ſhore, 
Betwixt the camp and him our ſpears angler: - y 
And intercept his hop'd return to Troy. 
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With that they ſtepp'd aſide, and ſtoop'd their bead 
1 \; Dolon paſs'd) behind a heap of dead: 
Along the path the ſpy unwary flew; 
Qt, at juſt diſtance, both the chiefs purſue. 
@ diſtant they, and ſuch the ſpace between, 
fs when two teams of mules divide the green 
fo whom the hind like ſhares of land allows), 
When now-new furrows part th' approaching hich ghs. 2 1 
Now Dolon liſtening heard them as they paſt ; —— 
lector (he thought) had ſent, and check'd his haſte, | * 
lll ſcarce at diſtance of a javelin's throw, "7 7 h 
No voice ſucceeding, he perceiv'd the foe. 5 | 
when two ſkilful hounds the leveret wind; 
(r chace througn woods obſcure the trembling bind, 
Now loſt, now ſeen; they intercept his w ay, 
ind from the herd {till turn the flying prey: 
b faſt, and with ſuch fears, the Trojan few : 
Qcloſe, ſo conſtant, the bold Greeks purſue. 
Now almoſt on the fleet the daſtard falls 
and mingles with the guards that watch the walls; 
When hens Tydides ſtopp'd; a generous thought 43 1 
(nſpir'd by Pallas) in his boſom wrought, 
let on the foe ſome forward Greek advance, 
And ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance. 
Then thus aloud : Whoe'er thou art remain; 
Ibis javelin elſe ſhall fix thee to the plain. 
lie faid, and high in air the weapon caſt, 
ich wilful err'd, and o'er his ſhoulder TY 
Then fix d in earth. Againſt the trembling w KS 
Fm ſtood propp'd; and quiver'd as he ſtood ; 
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A ſudden palſy ſeiz'd his turning head; 
His looſe teeth chatter'd, and his colour fled : 
The panting warriours ſeize him as he ſtands, 
And with unmanly tears his life demands. 

O ſpare my youth, and for the breath I owe, 
Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow, — 4 
| Vaſt heaps of braſs ſhall in your ſhips be told, | 
And ſteel well-temper'd, and refulgent gold. 
To whom Ulyſles made this wiſe reply ; 
Whoe'er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die. 

What moves thee, ſay, when ſleep has clos'd the fight, 

To roam the ſilent fields in dead of night? 

Cam'ſt thou the ſecrets of our camp to find, 

By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind? 

Or art ſome wretch by hopes of plunder led 
Through heaps of carnage to deſpoil the dead? 
Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look, 
till as he ſpoke, his limbs with horrour ſhook) 
Hither I came, by Hector's words deceiv'd; 
Much did he promiſe, raſhly I believ'd: 
No leſs a bribe than great Achilles' car, 
And thoſe ſwift ſteeds that ſweep the ranks of war, 
5 Urg'd me, unwilling, this attempt to make; 
| To learn what counſels, what reſolves you take: 
If, now ſubdued, you fix your hopes on flight, 
And, tir'd with toils, neglect the watch of night? 4) 
Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the prize! 
( Ulyſſes, with a ſcornful ſmile; replies) 3 
Far other rulers thoſe proud ſeeds demand, 
And ſcorn the guidance of a vulgar hand; 
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dyn great Achilles ſcarce their rage can tame, 475 
Ictilles, ſprung from an immortal dame. N 
wt fay, be faithful, and the truth recite! 

Where lies encamp'd the Trojan chief to night ? 

Where ſtand his courſers ? in what quarter ſleep 
bei other princes? tell what watch they keep: 480 

W's, ce their conqueſt, what their counſels are; 


(r here to combat, from their city far, 

Or back to Ilion's wall transfer the war. 
Ulyſſes thus, and thus Eumedes ſon : 5 | 

Nhat Dolon knows, his faithful tongue ſhall own, 485 # 

Rector, the peers aſſembling in his tent, f 9 

\ council holds at Ilus' monument. 

No certain guards the nightly watch partake; 

here er yon fires aſcend, the Trojans wakes 

Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep; 1 490 

ae in their cares, th' auxiliar forces ſleep, Po 

Whoſe wives and infants, from the danger far, 

Jiſcherge their ſouls of half the fears of war. 

Then ſleep thoſe aids among the Trojan train, 

lnquir'd the chief) or ſcatter'd o'er the plain? 49; 
Towhom the ſpy : Their powers they thus diſpoſe : 

ſhe Pæons, dreadful with their bended bows, 

The Carians, Caucons, the Pelaſgian hoſt, 

nd Leleges, encamp along the coaſt. 5 

Not diftant far, lie higher on the land $00 - 
te Lycian, Myſian, and Mzonian band, 

ud Phrygia's horſe, by Thymbras' ancient wall; 

Ihe Thracians utmoſt, and apart from all. 

ſe Troy but lately to her ſuccour won, 

led on by Rheſus, great Eioneus ſon: : 305 

X 4 I ſaw_ 
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- To riſk more bravely thy now forfeit life? 


| No—once a traitor, thou betray'ſt no more. 
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I ſaw his edurſers in proud triumph go, 

Swift as the wind, and white as winter ſnow : 

Rich filver plates his ſhining car infold; 

His ſolid arms, refulgent, flame with gold; 

No mortal ſhoulders ſuit the glorious load, 510 

Celeſtial Panoply, to grace a God! | 

Let me,. unhappy, to your fleet be borne, 

Or leave me here, a captive's fate to mourn, 

In cruel chains; till your return reveal, 

The truth or falfehood of the news I tell. vv 
To this Tydides, with a gloomy frown : | 

Think not to live, though all the truth be ſhown: 

Shall we diſmiſs thee, in ſome future ſtrife 


Or that again our camps thou may'ſt explore; 520 


Sternly he ſpoke, and as the wretch prepar'd 
With humble blandiſhment to ſtroke his beard, 
Like lightning ſwift the wrathful faulchion flew, 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves in two; pꝛg 
One inftant ſnatch'd his trembling ſoul to hell, 
The head, yet ſpeaking, mutter'd as it fell. 

The furry helmet from his brow they tear, 
The wolf's grey hide, th' unbended bow and ſpear; 


"Theſe great Ulyſſes lifting to the ſkies, zo 


To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize: 

| Great Queen of arms! receive this hoſtile ſpoil, 
And let the Thracian fteeds reward our toil: 
Thee firſt of all the heavenly hoſt we praiſe; 

O ſpeed our labours, and direct our ways! 535 


* 
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This fald, the ſpoils with dropping gore defac'd, 
High on a ſpreading tamariſk he plac'd; 


ſo guide their footſteps to che place again. 


dippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of ſhields, 
Arriving where the Thracian ſquadrons lay, 

And eas'd in ſleep the labours of the day. 

Rang'd in three lines they view the proſtrate band : 


je 567550 yok'd beſide each warriour ſtand; | 845 


Their arms in order on the ground reclin'd, 

Through the brown ſhade the fulgid weapons ſhin'd: 
midſt lay Rheſus, ſtretch'd in ſleep profound, | 
ind the white ſteeds behind his chariot bound. 


mad points to Diomed the tempting prize. 
The man, the courſers, and the car behold ! 
eſcrib'd by Dolon, with the arms of gold. 
Now, brave T'ydides | now thy courage try, 
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(r if thy ſoul aſpire to fiercer deeds, 

Urge thou the ſlaughter, while I ſeize the ſteeds. 
Pallas (this ſaid) her hero's boſom warms, = 

Freath'd in his heart, and ſtrung his nervous arms; 


tis thirſty faulchion, fat with hoſtile blood; 35 
tath'd all his footſteps, dy'd the fields with gore, 
Ind a low groan remurmur'd through the ſhore. | 
"the grim lion, from his nightly den, 
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Then heap'd with reeds and gather'd boughs the plain, 


Through the till night they croſs the devious bel 


The welcome fight Ulyſſes firſt deſcries, 5 550 : 


Approach the chariot, and the fteeds untie Z 555 = 
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here er he paſs'd, a purple ſtream purfued 560 
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Verleaps the fences, and invades the pen; 565 
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So dream'd the monarch, and awak' d no more. 
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On ſheep or goats, reſiſtleſs in his way, in 
He falls, and foaming rends the guardleſs prey. No 
Nor ſtopp'd the fury of his vengeful hand, 1 
Till twelve lay breathleſs of the Thracian band. [Jah 
Ulyſſes following, as his partner ſlew, m Oh 
Back by the foot each ſlaughter'd warriour drew; vi 

The milk-white courſers ſtudious to convey F\ 

Safe to the ſhips, he wiſely clear'd the way; Hac 
Leſt the fierce ſteeds, not yet to battles bred, YI 


Should tart, and tremble at the heaps of dead. 5; 
Now twelve diſpatch'd, the monarch laſt they found; 
Tydides' faulchion fix d him to the ground. 

Juſt then a deathful dream Minerva ſent; 
A warlike form appear'd before his tent, 

Whoſe viſionary ſteel his boſom tore: _ 


Ulyſſes now the ſnowy ſteeds detains, 
And leads them, faſten'd by the filver reins; 
Theſe, with his bow unbent, he laſh'd REY | 
{The ſcourge forgot, on Rheſus' chariot hang. ) 583 
Then gave his friend the fignal to retire; 
But him, new dangers, new e fire: 
Doubtful he ſtood, or with his reeking blade 
Jo ſend more heroes to th' infernal ſhade, 
Drag off the car where Rheſus' armour lay, 594 
Or heave with manly force, and lift away. | 
While unteſolv'd the ſon of Tydeus ſtands, 


Pallas appears, and thus her chief commands: The 
Enough, my ſon; from farther ſlaughter ceaſe, WM © 
Regard thy ſafety, and depart in peace; Jo 
5 ” Hai 


2 
* 


Valle to the ſhips, the gotten ſpoils enjoy, 
Nor tempt too far the hoſtile Gods of Troy. 

The voice divine confeſs'd the martial Maid; 
[haſte he mounted, and her word obey'd; 


$79 The courſers fly before Ulyſſes' bow, _ 


Swift as the wind, and white as winter-ſnow. 

Not unobferv'd they paſs'd : the God of Light 

Had watch'd his Troy, and mark'd Minerva's flight, 
dur Tydeus' ſon with heavenly ſuccour bleſt, 


975 And vengeful anger fill'd his ſacred breaſt. 605 


a; Vit to the Trojan camp deſcends the Power, 
And wakes Hippocoon in the morning hour 
(On Rheſus* fide accuſtom'd to attend, 
A faithful kinſman, and inſtructive friend). 


58 He roſe, and ſaw the field deform'd with blood, 619 


in empty ſpace where late the courſers ſtood, 
The yet-warm Thracians panting on the coaſt ; 
or each he wept, but for his Rheſus moſt : 

Now while on Rheſus? name he calls in vain, 


zee gathering tumult ſpreads o'er all the plain; 615 


0n heaps the Trojans ruſh, with wild affright, 

And wondering view the laughter of the night, 
Meanwhile the chiefs arriving at the ſhade 

There late the ſpoils of Hector's {py were laid, 


de hes ſtopp'd; to him Tydides bore 620 


The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon's gore: 

Tien mounts again; again their nimble feet 

The courſers ply, and thunder tow'rds the fleet. 
Old Neſtor firſt perceiv'd thꝰ approaching ſound, 


595 in thus the Grecian peers around; - 629 
Halt | Methinks, 


| [1 
| 
1 
1 
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| Methinks the noiſe of trampling ſteeds I hear, or Th 
Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear; Whoſe 
Perhaps ſome horſes of the Trojan breed Sleepin 
(So may, ye. Gods! my pious hopes ſucceed) _ And ty 
he great Tydides and Ulyſſes bear, | by Theſe « 

| Return'd triumphant with this prize of war. A wret 
Yet much I fear (ah may that fear be vain!) By He 
The chiefs out-number'd by the 'Frojan train; He no! 
Perhaps, ev'n now purſued, they ſeek the ſhore; The 
Or,: oh! perhaps thoſe heroes are no more. 61: Wl The jo 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when lo! the chiefs appear, straigl 
And ſpring to earth; the Greeks diſmiſs their ſear: The m 
With words of friendſhip and extended hands The n. 
They greet the Kings: and Neſtor firſt demands: And th 

c Say thou, whoſe praiſes all our hoſt proclaim, 640 But D 
Tphou living glory of the Grecian name! MM 
Say, whence theſe courſers? by what chance beſtow” if A trox 
The ſpoil of foes, or preſent of a God? Nov 
Not thoſe fair ſteeds ſo radiant and fo gay, They 
That draw the burning chariot of the day. 645 Then 
Old as J am, to age I ſcorn to yield, Wh Their 
And daily mingle in the martial field; In due 
But ſure till now no courſers ſtruck my fight IM And 
Like theſe, conſpicuous through the ranks of ficht. . They 
Soine God, I deem, conferr'd the glorious prize, 650 And t 


Bleſt as ye are, and favourites of the ſkies; 
'The care of him who bids the thunder roar, 
And“ her, whoſe fury bathes the world with gore. 
Father! not ſo (ſage Ithacus rejoin'd) | 
The gifts of Heaven are of a nobler kind. 6 
. | | | Of 


* Minerva. 
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Of Thracian lineage are the ſteeds ye view, 
Whoſe hoſtile king the brave Tydides flew ; _ 
Sleeping he dy'd, with all his guards around, 
And twelve beſide lay gaſping on the ground. 
Theſe other ſpoils from conquer'd Dolon came, 660 
A wretch, whoſe ſwiftneſs was his only fame, 
By Hector ſent our forces to explore, 
He now lies headleſs on the ſandy ſhore. 
| Then o'er the trench the bounding courſers flew; 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim purſue. 665 
Straight to Tydides' high pavillion borae, 
The matchleſs ſteeds his ample ftall adorn : 
The neighing courſers their new fellows greet, 
And the full racks are heap'd with generous wheat. 
But Dolon's armour, to his ſhips convey d, 670 
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High on the painted ſtern Ulyſles laid, 
A trophy deſtin'd to the blue-ey'd Maid. 

Now from nocturnal ſweat, and ſanguine ſtain, 
They cleanſe their bodies in the neigbouring main: 
Then in the poliſh'd bath, refreſn'd From toil, OTC 
Their joints they ſupple with diffolving oil, 
In due repaſt indulge the genial hour, 

And firſt to Pallas the libations pour: 
They fit, rejoicing in her aid divine, 
And the crown'd be foams with floods of \ wine. 680 
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give the ſignals of war. Agamemnon hears all he. 


| Tends Iris for that purpoſe) to decline the engage. 


AT UG UM BE NT, 
The third Battle, and the Acts of Agamemnon, 


GAMEMNON, having armed himſelf, leads the 
Grecians to battle: Hector prepares the 'Trojans to 
receive them; while Jupiter, Juno, and Minerva, 


fore him; and Hector is commanded by Jupiter (why 


ment, till the king ſhall be wounded and retire from 


the field. He then makes a great ſlaughter of the fn 
enemy; Ulyſſes and Diomed put a ſtop to him for a Ne 
time; but the latter being wounded by Paris, is Vith nes 
obliged to deſert his companion, who is encompaſſed {ſnd gild 
by the Trojans, wounded, and in the utmott dan- nen ba! 
ger, till Menelaiis and Ajax reſcue him. Hector HL 
comes againſt Ajax; but that hero alone oppoſes Oy 
_ multitudes, and rallies the Greeks. In the mean Through 
time Machaon, in the other wing of the army, is nd, wr 
Pierced with an arrow by Paris, and carried from high on 
the fight in Neſtor's chariot. Achilles (who ove- e 8 
looked the action from his ſhip) ſent Patroclus to en. u At 
quire which of the Greeks was wounded in that man- Af J 
ner? Neſtor entertains him in his tent with an a- N Choſe ſh 
count of the accidents of the day, and a long recitalence t 
of ſome former wars which he remembered, tending Vith hor 
to put Patroclus upon perſuading Achilles to tight ne nav 
for Nis countrymen, or at leaſt permit Him to do it, h b 8 
clad in Achilles“ armour. Patroclus in his retum . of 
meets Eurypylus alſo wounded, and aſſiſts him in more 
"chat diftreſs. - . Bit breat 
This book opens with the eight and twentieth d be K. 
of the poem; and the ſame day, with its various a With lou: 
tions and adventures, 1s extended through the twelfth, WWinſelf { 
_ thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, fixteenth, ſeven-Wiſh;. mich 
teenth, and part of the eighteenth books. The ſcene "=; | 


lies in the field, near the monument of Ilus, 
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\HE ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, 

Now roſe refulgent from Tithonius' bed; 
Nith new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 
ind gild the courts of heaven with ſacred light: 
When baleful Eris, ſent by Jove's command, 5 
The torch of diſcord blazing in her hand, 
Through the red ſkies her moody fign extends, 
And, wrapt in tempeſts, o'er the fleet deſcends. 
High on Ulyſſes? bark, her horrid ftand 
ke took, and thunder'd through the ſeas and land. 10 
Ev'n Ajax and Achilles heard the ſound, 
Nhoſe ſhips, remote, the guarded navy bound. 
ence the black Fury through the Grecian throng. 
"1th horrour ſounds the loud Orthian ſong : 
enavy ſhakes, and at the dire alarms 15 
Each boſom boils, each warriour ſtarts to arms. 
No more they ſigh, inglorious to return, 
bit breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 
The king of men his hardy hoſt inſpires 
ich loud command, with great example fires; 20 
fimſelf firſt roſe, himſelf before the reſt 
s mighty limbs in radiant armour dreſt, nt 
Vor. XVIII. * 5 And 
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And firſt he cas'd his manly legs around 

In ſhining greaves, with filver buckles bound : 
The beaming cuiraſs next adorn'd his breaſt, 
The ſame which once king Cinyras poſſeſt: 
(The fame of Greece and her aſſembled hoſt 
Had reach'd that monarch on the Cyprian coaſt; 
*Twas then, the friendſhip of the chief to gain, 


This glorious gift he ſent, nor ſent in vain.) 34 
Ten rows of azure ſteel the work infold, 


Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold; 
Three glittering dragons to the gorget riſe, 
_ Whoſe imitated ſcales, againſt the ſkies 
Reflected various light, and arching bow'd, 
Like colour'd rainbows o'er a ſhowery cloud 
_ (Jove's wondrous bow, of three celeſtial dyes, 
Plac'd as a ſign to man amid the ſkies). 
A radiant baldrick, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, 
Suſtain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his fide: 
Gold was the hilt, a ſilver ſheath encas'd 
The ſhining blade, and golden hangers grac'd. 
His buckler's mighty orb was next difplay'd, 
That round the warriour c aſt a dreadful made; ; 
Ten zones of braſs its ample brim ſurround, 4 
And twice ten boſles the bright convex crown 1d; 
Tremendous Gorgon frown'd upon its field, 
And circling terrours fill'd th' ng ſhield; 
Within its concave hung a ſilver thong, - 
On which a mimic ſerpent Creeps Alas": „ 
His azure length in eaſy waves extends 
Till in three heads th' embroider'd monſter ends. 
| WF: 
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lat o'er his brows his fourfold helm he plac'd, | 
With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd ; 
And in his hands two ſteely javelins wield, 55 
That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields, 

That inſtant Juno and the martial Maid 
Ja happy thunders promis'd Greece their aid ; 
High o'er the chief they claſh'd their arms in air, = 
And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war. 60 

Cloſe to the limits of the trench and mound, 
The fiery courſers to their chariots bound 
The {quires reſtrain'd: the foot, with thoſe who wield 
The lighter arms, ruſh forward to the field. 
To ſecond theſe, in cloſe array combin'd, :: 6g 
The ſquadrons ſpread their ſable wings behind. 
Now ſhouts and tumults wake the tardy ſun, 
with the light the warriour's toils begun. 
Bun Jove, whale thunder ſpoke his wrath, diſtilld 
Red drops of blood o'er all the fatal field; 70 
The woes of men unwilling to ſurvey, 
And all the ſlaughters that mult ſtain the day. 

Near Tlus' tomb, in order rang'd around, 
The Trojan lines poſſeſs'd the rifing ground: 
There wiſe Polydamas and Hector ſtood ; 47 
Eneas, honaur'd as a guardian God; | 3 
bold Polybus, Agenor the divine, 

The brother warriours of Antenor's line; 
With youthful Acamas, whoſe beauteous face TY 

add fair proportion match'd th' etherial race; 88 
rat Hector cover'd with his ſpacious ſhield, ole 
flies all the troops, and orders all the field. 
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| As the red ſtar now ſhows his fanguine fires 


ſea 
'T hrough the dark clouds, and now in night retires; 3 Vii 
'Thus through the ranks appear'd the god-like man, 85 , Thu: 
Plung'd in the rear, or blazing in the van; Oer he 
While ftreamy ſparkles, reſtleſs as he fie, Comm 
Flaſh from his arms as lightning from the ſkies, Fach ac 
As ſweating reapers in ſome wealthy field, ” But nov 
Rang'd in two bands, their crooked weapons wield, 00 The we 
Bear down the furrows, till their labours meet; When h 
Thick falls the heapy harveſt at their feet: Aud &; 
So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, A 
And falling ranks are ſtrow'd on every fide, Mich 
None ſtoop'd a thought to baſe inglorious flight; qi then, 
But horſe to horſe, and man to man, they fight, niere'd 
Not rabid wolves more fierce conteſt their prey; Great 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none reſign the day. And ſle 
Diſcord with joy the ſcene of death deſcries, 55 Whoſe 
And drinks large laughter at her ſanguine eyes : 100 Leap'd 
Diſcord alone, of all th' immortal train, YR 
Swells the red horrours of this direful plain: _ Which 
The Gods in peace their golden manſions fill, Arie 
Räang' d in bright order on th' Olympian hill; "ER 
But general murmurs told their griefs above, 10% Nw ſe 
And each accus'd the partial will of Jove, Their! 
Meanwhile apart, ſuperior, and alone, Two 
Tb' eternal monarch on his awful throne, The pr 
 Wrapt in the blaze of boundleſs glory ſate; 15 In the ! 
And, fix'd, fulfill'd the juſt decrees of fate. nuss to 
On earth he turn'd his all-confidering eyes, Far oth 
And mark'd the ſpot where Ilion's rowers ariſe; - 
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The reſea with ſhips, the fields with armies ſpread, 
The victor's rage, the dying and the dead. 

Thus while the morning- beams increaſing bright 115 
Oer heaven's pure azure ſpread the growing light, 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 

Fach adverfe battle gor'd with equal wounds, 

But now (what time in ſome ſequeſter'd vale 
The weary woodman ſpreads his ſparing meal, 120 
When his tir'd arms refuſe the axe to rear, os 
And claim a reſpite from the ſylvan war; 
But not till half the proſtrate foreſt lag 
stretch'd in long ruin, and expos'd to day 
Then, nor till then, the Greeks? impulſive might 125 
Pierc'd the black phalanx, and let in the 1 | — 
Great Agamemnon then the ſlaughter led, 

And flew Bienor at his people's head. 

Whoſe ſquire Oileus, with a ſudden ſpring, ho 
Leap'd from the chariot to revenge his king ; 130 
But in his front he felt the fatal wound,  —_ 
Which pierc'd his brain, and ftretch'd him on the ground; 
Atrides ſpoil'd, and left him on the plain: 
Vain was their youth, their glittering armour vain: 
Now ſoil'd with duſt, and naked to the ſky, 135 
Their ſnowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. {58 

Two ſons of Priam next to battle move, 
The product one of marriage, one of love! 
In the ſame car the brother warriours ride, 5 
This took the charge to combat, that to guide: 1 40 
Far other taſk, than when they wont to keep. i 
On Ida's tops, their father's fleecy ſheep! + 

5 * 3 Theſe 
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Theſe on the mountains once Achilles found, 
And captive led, with pliant oſiers bound; 


hen to their fire for ample ſums reſtor'd; 145 


But now to periſh by Atrides' ſword ; 
Pierc'd in the breaſt the baſe-born Iſus bleeds : 
Cleft through the head, his brother's fate ſucceeds. 
Swift to the ſpoil the haſty victor falls, 


And ſtript, their features to his mind recalls, 159 


The Trojans ſee the youths untimely die, 
Hut helpleſs tremble for themſelves, and fly. 

So when a lion, ranging o'er the lawns, 

Finds, on ſome graſſy lair, the couching fawns, 


Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 56 


And grinds the quivering fleſh with bloody jaws; 


Ihe frighted hind beholds, and dares not ſtay, 


But ſwift through ruſtling thickets burſts her way; 

All drown'd in ſweat the panting mother flies, 

And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes. 160 

Amidſt the tumult of the routed train, l 

The ſons of falſe Antimachus were ſlain; 

He, who for bribes his faithleſs countels fold, 

And voted Helen's ſtay for Paris' gold. 
Atrides mark'd, as theſe their ſafety ſought, 165 

And flew the children for the father's fault: 
Their headſtrong horſe unable to reſtrain, 

They ſhook with fear, and dropp'd the filken rein; 
Ihen in their chariot on their knees A 

And thus with lifted hands for mercy call: 170 
Oh ſpare our youth, and for the life we owe, 

Antimachus ſhall copious gifts beſtow ;. 
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ton as he hears that, not in battle ſlain, 

The Grecian ſhips his captive ſons detain, 

Large heaps of braſs in ranſom ſhall be told, 175 
And ſteel well-temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 
Theſe words, attended with a flood of tears, 
The youths addreſs'd to unrelenting ear: 
The vengeful monarch gave this dern reply — . 
from Anti machus ye {pring, J 
The daring wretch who once in council ſtood 

To ſhed Ulyſſes' and my brother's blood, 

For proffer d peace! and ſues his ſeed for grace? 

No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race, 

This ſaid, Piſander from the car he caſt, 18 
And pierc'd his breaſt: ſupine he breath'd his laſt, 

lis brother leap'd to earth; but as he lay, 

The trenchant faulchion lopp'd his hands away ; 

His ſever'd head was toſs d among the throng, 
And, rolling, drew a bloody train along. 190 
Then, where the thickeſt fought, the victor flew : ; 

Ihe king's example all his Greeks purſue. 

Now by the foot the flying foot were ſlain. 

Horſe trod by horſe, lay foaming on the plain, 5 
From the dry fields thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 13 
Shade the black hoſt, and intercept the ſkies. 

The braſs-hoof d Reeds tumultuous plunge and bound, 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. 
Still laughtering on, the king of men proceeds; 

The diſtanc' d army wonders at his deeds, 200. 
s when the winds with raging flames conſpi Pr, 


and 0'er the foreſts roll the flood of fire, | Es 
Y 4 | In 
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Wide o'er the field with guideleſs fury rolls, 
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In blazing heaps the grove's old honours fall, Hurl'd fi 
And one refulgent ruin levels all ; e WH 1:d rag: 
Before Atrides' rage ſo ſinks the foe, "2008 Now f 
Whole ſquadrons vaniſh, and proud heads lie low: rreyst 
The ſteeds fly trembling from his waving ſword; jut Jove 

And many a car, now lighted of its lord, | | And dow 
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Breaking their ranks, and cruſhing out their ſouls; 210 
While his keen faulchion drinks the warriours' lives; 
More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives! 
Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate, 
But Jove and Deſtiny prolong'd his date. 
Safe from the darts, the care of Heaven he ſtood, Th 

Amidſt alarms, and death, and duſt, and blood. 

Nov paſt the tomb where ancient Hus lay, 
Through the mid field the routed urge their way; 

Where the wild figs th* adjoining ſummit crown, 

That path they take, and ſpeed to reach the town, 220 
As ſwift Atrides with loud ſhouts purſued, 

Hot with his toil, and bath'd in hoſtile blood, 

Now near the beech-tree, and the Scæan gates, 

The hero halts, and his aſſociates waits. 

_ Meanwhile on every fide, around the plain, | 225 
Diſpers'd, diſorder'd, fly the Trojan train: | 

So ſlies a herd of beeves, that hear diſmay d 
The lion's roaring through the midnight ſhade; 

On heaps they tumble with fucceſsleſs haſte : 
The ſavage ſeizes, draws, and rends the laſt: 230 
Not with leſs fury ſtern Atrides flew, > 

Still preſs d the 1 rout, and {till the hindmoſt ſlew; 
Hale 


Hurl'd from their cars, the braveſt chiefs are kill'd, 
and rage, and death, and carnage, load the field. 
Now ſtorms the victor at the Trojan wall; 235 
durreys the towers, and meditates their fall. 
jut Jove deſcending, ſhook th' Idæan hills, 
ud down their ſummits pour'd a hundred rills : 
Th' unkindled Iightnings 1 in his hand he took, 
And thus the many-colour'd Maid beſpoke : 240 
Iris, with haſte thy golden wings diſplay, 
To god- like Hector this our word convey— 
While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
lights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 15 
lid him give way; but iſſue forth commands, 245 
Ind truſt the war to leſs important hands: fn 
ut when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart, 
That chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart: 
hen Jove ſhall ſtring his arm, and fire his breaſt, . 
ſhen to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſs'd, 250 | 
ll to the main the burning ſun deſcend, N 
Ind facred night her awful ſhade extend. 
He ſpoke, and Iris at his word obey” d; 
Wn wings of winds deſcends the various Maid. 5 
ſhe chief ſhe found amidſt the ranks of war, ö 
ole to the bulwarks, on his glittering car. 
[he Goddeſs then: O ſon of Priam, hear! „„ 
rom Jove I come, and his high mandate bear- 
ile Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
guts in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 
lbſtain from fight; yet iſſue forth commands, 
nd truſt the war to leſs important hands, 
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But when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart. From hi 
'The chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart : _ M5 
Then Jove ſhall ſtring thy arm, and fire thy breaſt, 26 1 tiy 
Then to her ſhips ſhall lying Greece be preſt, 

Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 

And ſacred night her oefol | ſhade extend. 

She ſaid, and vaniſh'd: Hector, with a bound, 
Springs from his chariot on the trembling ground, 2-9 
In clanging arms: he graſps in either hand _ 

A pointed lance, and ſpeeds from band to band; 
Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from flight, 
And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

They ſtand to arms: the Greeks their onſet dare, 27 
Condenſe their powers, and wait the coming war, 
New force, new ſpirit, to each breaſt returns: 
The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns : 
Ihe king leads on; all fix on him their eye, 
And learn from him to conquer, or to die. 2% 
Ve ſacred Nine, celeſtial Muſes! tell, 
| Who fac'd him firſt, and by his proweſs fell! 

The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 

From ſage Antenor and Theano ſprung ; = 
Whom from his youth his grandſire Ciſſeus bred, 285 
And nurs'd in Thrace, where ſnowy flocks are fed. 
| Scarce did the down his roſy cheeks inveſt, 

And early honour warm his generous breaſt, 

When the kind fire conſign'd his daughter's charms 

| (Theano's ſiſter) to his youthful arms. 200 
But, call'd by glory to the wars of Troy, 

He leaves untaſted the firſt fruits of joy; 
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Frm his lov'd bride departs with melting eyes, 
ind ſwift to aid his dearer country flies. 
With twelve black fhips he reach'd Percope's ſtrand, 
Thence took the long laborious march by land. 
Now fierce for fame before the ranks he ſprings, 
Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings. 


rides firſt diſcharg'd the miſſive Pear; 
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Then near the corſelet, at the monarch's heart, 
Nith all his ſtrength the youth directs his dart: 
jut the broad belt, with plates of ſilver bound, 
The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. 


It once his weighty ſword diſcharg'd a wound 
Full on his neck, that fell'd him to the ground. 
tretch'd in the duſt th* unhappy warriour lies, 


O worthy better fate! oh early flain ! 

Thy country's friend ; and virtuous, thou eh © in vain! 
No more the youth mall] join his conſort's fide, 

it once a virgin, and at once a bride! 


Urlay the ſpoils of conqueſt at her feet, 

Vn whom his paſſion, laviſh of his ſtore, 
ketow'd ſo much, and vainly promis'd more! 
mvept, uncover'd, on the plain he lay? 


Coon, Antenor's eldeſt hope, was nigh: _ 
ears, at the fight, came ſtarting from Ky eye, 
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The Trojan ſtoop'd, the javelin paſs'd in air. 300 
Incumber'd with the dart, Atrides ſtands, 307 f 
Tull, graſp d with force, he wrench'd it from his hands, Ge 
And fleep eternal ſeals his ſwimming eyes. 310 


No more with preſents her embraces meet, 3 15 


While the proud victor bore his arms away. | 320 
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| While pierc'd with grief the much-loy' d youth he 


view'd, 
And the pale features, now deform'd with blood, 


Then with his ſpear, -unſeen, his time he took, 425 


Aim'd at the king, and near his elbow ſtrock. 
The thrilling ſteel tranſpierc'd the brawny part, 


And through his arm ſtood forth the barbed dart. 
| Surpriz'd the monarch feels, yet void of fear 


On Coon ruſhes with his lifted ſpear : 330 


His brother's corpſe the pious Trojan draws, 
And calls his country to aſſert his cauſe, 
Defends him breathleſs on the ſanguine field, 

And o'er the body ſpreads his ample ſhield, 
Atrides, marking an unguarded part, 
Transfix'd the warriour with the brazen dart; 
Prone on his brother's bleeding breaſt he lay, 

The monarch's faulchion lopp'd his head away : 
The ſocial ſhades the ſame dark journey go, 

And join each other in the realms below. 

| The vengeful victor rages round the fields, 
With every weapon art or fury yields: 
By the long Iance, the ſword, or ponderous ſtone, | 

Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops o'erthrown. 

This, while yet warm, diſtill'd the purple flood; 3. 
But when the wound grew {tiff with clotted blood, 
Then grinding tortures his ſtrong boſom rend, 

Leſs keen thoſe darts the fierce Uythiæ ſend 

(The powers that cauſe the mien matron's throes, 


Sad mothers of unutterable woes!) 3 


Stung with the ſmart, all-panting wich ve: pain, 
He mounts the car, and gives his ſquire the rein: 
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Then with a voice which fury made more . 1 
And pain augmented, thus exhorts the throng: 

0 friends! O Greeks! afſert your honours won; 35 5 ; 
proceed, and finiſh what this arm begun: 
lol angry Jove forbids your chief to ſtay, 
And envies half the glories of the day. 

He ſaid ; the driver whirls his lengthful thong; 
The horſes fly ! the chariot ſmokes along. 360 
(Clouds from their noſtrils the fierce /conrlers blow. 
ind from their ſides the foam deſcends in ſnow ; 
got through the battle in a moment's ſpace, 
The wounded monarch at his tent they _ 

No ſooner Hector ſaw the king retir'd, 
But thus his Trojans and his aids he fir d: 
Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race! 
Fam'd in cloſe fight, and dreadful face to face. 
Now call to mind your ancient trophies won, 
Your great forefathers' virtues, and your own. 370 
Fenold the general flies! deſerts his powers! 85 
Lo, Jove himſelf declares the conqueſt ours! 
Now on yon ranks impel your foaming ſteeds; 
And, ſure of glory, dare immortal deeds. 

With words like theſe the fiery chief alarms 375 
His fainting hoſt, and every boſom warms” 
As the bold hunter chears his hounds, to tear 
The brindled lion, or the tuſky bear; 
With voice and hand provoke their doubting heart, 
And ſprings the foremoſt with his lifted dart: ifs : 
s ogod-lixe Hector prompts his troops to dare; 
Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the war. 
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On the black body of the foes he pours ; 
As from the cloud's deep boſom, ſwell'd with ſhowers, 
A ſudden ſtorm the purple ocean ſweeps, 385 
Drives the wild waves, and toſſes all the deeps. 
Say, Muſe! when Jove the Trojans' glory crown'd. 
Beneath his arm what heroes bit the ground? 
Aſſæus, Dolops, and Autonous dy'd, 
Opites next was added to their fide, 8 300 
Then brave Hipponous fam'd in many a fight, 
Opheltius, Orus, ſunk to endleſs night: 

Eſymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name; 
Ihe reſt were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 


As when a weſtern whirlwind, charg'd with ſtorms, 305 


Difſpels the gather d clouds that Notus forms; 

The guſt continued, violent, and Rugs 

Rolls fable clouds in heaps on heaps along 

Now to the ſkies the foaming billows Hats; 

| Now breaks the ſurge, and wide the bottom bares: 400 

Thus raging Hector, with reſiſtleſs hands, 

O'erturns, confounds, and ſcatters all thei r bands. 

No the laſt ruin the whole hoſt appalls; 

Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls; 

But wiſe Ulyſſes call'd Tydides forth, 405 

His ſoul rekindled, and awak'd his worth. 

And ſtand we deedleſs, O eternal ſname! 

Till Hector's arm involve the ſhips in flame? 

Haſte, let us join, and combat ſide by ſide. 

The warriour thus: and thus the friend 1 410 
No martial toil I ſhun, no danger fear; 

Let Hector come; I wait his fury here, 


But 


But Io) 
And, ] 

Hefi 
And fre 
Molion 
His de: 
There 1 
Then p 
do two 
Then f 
Stern I 
Stood C 

The 
Tower! 
In deen 
Had w 
Fate u. 
They r 
Their | 
The ſte 
Hypirc 
And ri 
Great 
And le 
The fa 
Wing' 
His ſte 
Throu | 
He llec 


TLIAD, Boo XI. 325 

jut Jove with conqueſt crowns the Trojan train; 
And, Jove our foe, all human force i is vain, 

He ſigh'd; but, ſi ghing, rais'd his vengeful ſteel, 415 
and from his car the proud Thymbræus fell: 
Molion, the charioteer, purſued his lord, 
His death ennobled by Ulyſles' ſword. 
There ſlain, they left them in eternal picks 
Then plung'd amidf the thickeſt ranks of fight: 420 
Q two wild boars outſtrip the following hounds, 
Then ſwift revert, and wounds return for wounds. 
tera Hector's conqueſts in the middle plain 
Stood check'd awhile, and Greece reſpir'd again. 

The ſons of Merops ſhone amidſt the war; 425 
Towering they rode in one refulgent car: RD 
In deep prophetic arts their father ſkill 'd, | 
Had warn'd his children from the Trojan field; 
Fate urg'd them on; the father warn'd in vain, 1 
They ruſh'd to fight, and periſh'd on the plain! 430 
Their breaſts no more the vital ſpirit warms; ; 
The ſtern Tydides ſtrips their ſhining arms. 
Hypirochus by great Ulyſſes dies, 
And rich Hippodamus becomes his 1 „ 
Great Jove from Ide with ſlaughter fills his fight, 437 
And level hangs the doubtful ſcale of fight. . 
by Tydeus' lance Agaſtrophus was ſlain, 
The far-fam'd hero of Pæonian ſtrain; 
Ving'd with his fears, on foot he trove to fly, 9 
His ſteeds too diſtant, and the foe too nigh; 440 
Through broken orders, ſwifter than the wind ; 
lle fled, but flying left his lite behind, 
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This Hector ſees, as his experienc'd eyes 
Traverſe the files, and to the reſcue flies; 
Shouts, as he paſt, the cryſtal regions rend, 
And moving armies on his march attend. 
Great Diomed himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear, 
And thus beſpoke his brother of the war : 
Mark how this way yon bending ſquadrons yield! 
The ſtorm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 450 
Here ſtand his utmoſt force—The warriour ſaid; 
Swift at the word his ponderous javelin fled ; 
Nor miſs'd its aim, but where the plumage danc'd, 
Ra d the ſmooth cone, and thence obliquely glanc'd, 
Safe in his helm (the gift of Phoebus? hands) 455 
Without a wound the Trojan hero ftands:  _ 
But yet ſo ſtunn'd, that, ſtaggering on the plain, 
His arm and knee his finking bulk ſuſtain 3' 
O'er his dim fight the miſty vapours riſe, 
And a ſhort darkneſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 
'Tydides follow'd to regain his lance; 
While Hector roſe, recover'd from the trance: 
| Remounts his car, and herds amidſt the croud: 
The Greek purſues him, and exults aloud. 
Once more thank Phœbus for thy forfeit breath, 46; 
Or thank that ſwiftneſs which outſtrips the death, 8 
Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 
And oft that partial power has lent his aid, 
Thou ſhalt not long the death deſerv'd withſtand, 7 
If any God aſſiſt Tydides' hand, 470 
Fly then, inglorious! but thy flight, this day, 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 
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Him, while he triumph'd, Paris ey'd from far 
(The ſpouſe of Helen, the fair cauſe of war) - 
Around the fields his feather'd ſhafts he ſent, 475 
From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument; > 
Behind the column plac'd, he bent his how; 
And wing'd an arrow at th' unwary foe 
Juſt as he ſtoop'd, Agaſtrophus's creſt _ 
foſeize, and drew the corſelet from his breaſt, 480 
The bow-ftring twang'd ; nor flew the ſhaft in vain, 5 
But pierc'd his foot, ind nail'd it to the plain. 
W The laughing Trojan, with a joyful ſpring, 
© Leaps from his ambuſh, and inſults the king. 
ne bleeds ! (he cries) ſome God has ſped my dart; * 
Would the ſame God had fixt it in his heart! 
do Troy, reliev'd' from that wide- waſting hand, 
Should breathe from laughter, and in combat ſand ; 
Whoſe ſons now tremble at his darted ſpear, I 
As ſcatter'd lambs the ruſhing lions fear. 490 
He dauntleſs thus : Thou conqueror of the fair, 
Thou woman-warriour with the curling hair; 
Vain archer! truſting to the diſtant dart, 
Unſk1ll'd in arms to act a manly part! 5 
Thou haſt but done what boys or women can; 4 
duch hands may wound, but not incenſe a man. 3 
Nor boaſt the ſcratch thy feeble arrow gave, 
A coward's weapon never hurts the brave. . 
Not ſo this dart, which thou may'ſt one day feel: SY 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the ſteel. ® = 
Where this but lights, ſome noble life expires; 


K touch makes. N bathes the cheeks of ſires, 3 
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This Hector ſees, as his experienc'd eyes 
Traverſe the files, and to the reſcue flies; 
Shouts, as he paſt, the cryſtal regions rend, 
And moving armies on his march attend. 
Great Diomed himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear, 
And thus beſpoke his brother of the war : 
Mark how this way yon bending ſquadrons yield! 
The ſtorm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 4 50 
Here ſtand his utmoſt force—The warriour ſaid; 
Swift at the word his ponderous javelin fled ; 
Nor miſs'd its aim, but where the plumage danc'd, 
Raz'd the ſmooth cone, and thence obliquely glanc'd. 
Safe in his helm (the gift of Phœbus' hands) 455 
Without a wound the Trojan hero ftands : 1 
But yet ſo ſtunn'd, that, ſtaggering on the plain, 
His arm and knee his finking bulk ſuſtain; 
O'er his dim fight the miſty vapours riſe, 
And a ſhort darkneſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes. 
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While Hector roſe, recover'd from the trance: 
Remounts his car, and herds amidſt the croud: ; 


The Greek purſues him, and exults aloud. 


Once more thank Phoebus for thy forfeit breath, 46; 


. Or thank that ſwiftneſs which outſtrips the death. | 


Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 
And oft that partial power has lent his aid. 
| Thou ſhalt not long the death deſerv'd withſtand, ; 
If any God aſſiſt Tydides' hand. 470 
Fly then, inglorious! but thy flight, this day, 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts ſhall pay. 
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Him, while he triumph'd, Paris ey'd from far 
The ſpouſe of Helen, the fair cauſe of war) f 
Acund the fields his feather'd ſhafts ne lent; 7, 
From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument; e 
Behind the column plac'd, he bent his bow, 
And wing'd an arrow at th” unwary foe 
uſt as he ſtoop'd, Agaſtrophus's creſt | 
Toſeize, and drew the corſelet from his breaſt, 480 
The bow-ſtring twang'd ; nor flew the ſhaft in rain, 
But pierc'd his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan, with a joyful ſpring, 
Leaps from his ambuſh, and inſults the king. 

| He bleeds ! (he cries) ſome God has ſped my dart; 7 
Would the ſame God had fixt it in his heart! | 
& Troy, reliev'd' from that wide-waſting hand, 
Should breathe from laughter, and in combat ſtand ; 
Whoſe ſons now tremble at his'darted ſpear, _ 
As ſcatter'd lambs the ruſhing lions fear. 490 

He dauntleſs thus : Thou conqueror of the fair, . 
Thou woman-warriour with the curling hair; 

Vain archer! truſting to the diſtant dart, 

Unſcill'd in arms to act a manly part! N 
Thou haſt but done what boys or women can; 495 
duch hands may wound, but not incenſe a man. : 
Nor boaſt the ſcratch thy feeble arrow gave, 

A coward's weapon never hurts the brave. ” 
Not ſo this dart, which thou may'ſt one day feel: | 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the ſteel. - 
Where this but lights, ſome noble life expires; 5 


Its touch makes. orphans, bathes the cheeks of ſires, 
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Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 

And leaves ſuch objects as diſtra the fair, 
Ulyſles haſtens with a trembling heart, $0 5 
Before him ſteps, and bend ing draws the dart: 
Forth flows the blood; an eager pang ſucceeds; 
Tydides mounts, and to the navy ſpeeds. 
Now on the field Ulyſſes ſtands alone, 


| The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on: 310 


But ſtands collected in himſelf and whole, 
And queſtions thus his own unconquer'd ſoul : 
What farther ſubterfuge, what hopes remain? 
What ſhame, inglorious, if I quit the plain? 
What danger, ſingly if I ſtand the ground, 515 
My friends all ſcatter'd, all the foes around? 
Vet wherefore doubtful ? let this truth ſuffice; 
The brave meets danger, and the coward flies: 
Io die or conquer, proves a hero's heart; 
And knowing this, I know a ſoldier's part. 520 
Such thoughts revolving in his careful breaſt, _ 
Near, and more near, the ſhady cohorts preſt ; 
'Theſe, in the warriour, their own fate incloſe : 
And round him deep the ſteely circle grows, 


o fares a boar, whom all the troop ſurrounds 55 


Of ſhooting huntſmen, and of clamorous hounds ; 

He grinds his ivory tuſks; he foams with ire; 

His ſanguine eye-balls glare with living fire; 

By theſe, by thoſe, on every part is ply d; 

And the red ſlaughter ſpreads on every fide. 530 
Pierc'd through the ſhoulder, firit 3 fell; 

Next Ennomus and Thoòn ſunk to hell; 


Cherſidama, 
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| Cherſidamas, beneath the navel thruſt, 
Falls prone to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt, 
Charops, the ſon of Hippaſus, was near; | 5 35 
Ulyſſes reach'd him with the fatal ſpear; en 
But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 
Socus, the brave, the generous, and the wiſe : 
Near as he drew, the warriour thus began: N 

O great Ulyſſes, much-enduring man! 540 
Not deeper {kill'd in every martial flight, -_ 
Than worn to toils, and active in the fight! 
This day two brothers ſhall thy conqueſt grace, 
And end at once the great Hippaſian race, | 
Or thou beneath this lance muſt preſs the ſield $54 * 
He ſaid, and forceful pierc'd his ſpacious ſhield : 
Through the ſtrong braſs the ringing javelin e = 
Plough'd half his fide, and bar'd it to the bone. 
By Pallas* care, the ſpear, though deep infix'd, 
Stopt ſhort of life, nor with his entrails mix'd, 

The wound not mortal wiſe Ulyſſes knew, 
Then furious thus (but firſt ſome ſteps withdrew) : 
Unhappy man! whoſe death our hands ſhall grace ! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finiſh'd is thy race, ” 
No longer check my conqueſts on the foe; 555 } 
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But, pierc'd by this, to endleſs darkneſs go, 
And add one ſpectre to the realms below! _ 
He ſpoke ; while Socus, ſeiz d with ſudden fright, 
Trembling gave way, and turn'd his back to flight; 
between his ſhoulders pierc'd the following dart, 56 


And held its paſſage through the panting heart. 
Wide in his breaſt appear d the grizly wound; 
ne falls; bis armour rings againſts the ground. 
Z 2 Es | hen 
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'Then thus Ulyſſes; gazing on the ſlain: rf 

| Fam'd ſon of Hippaſus! there preſs the plain; 56x 
There ends thy narrow ſpan aſſign'd by Fate, 


Heaven owes Ulyſſes yet a longer date, | 
Ah, wretch! no father ſhall thy corpſe compoſe, 
Thy dying eyes no tender mother cloſe ; 


But hungry birds ſhall tear thoſe balls away, 0 8 570 


And hovering vultures ſeream around their prey. 
Me Greece ſhall honour, when I meet my doom, 


With ſolemn funerals and a laſting tomb. 
Then, raging with intolerable ſmart, 
He writhes his body, and extracts the dart. 577 


The dart a tide of ſpouting gore purſued, 


And gladden'd Troy with ſight of hoſtile blood. 
Now troops on troops the Fling chief invade, 

Forc'd he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. 

| Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears; 38. 

The well-known voice thrice Menelaus hears: 


Alarm'd, to Ajax Telamon he cry'd, 


Who ſhares his labours, and defends his fide: oY 
O friend! Ulyſſes' ſhouts invade my ear; 385 
Diſtreſs' dhe ſeems, and no aſſiſtance near: | 
; Strong as he is; yet, one oppos'd wo als -- 
Oppreſs'd by multitudes, the beſt may fall. 
Greece, robb'd of him, muſt bid her hoſt deſpair. 
And feel a loſs, not ages can repair. 


Then, where the cry directs, his courſe he bends; 


Great Ajax, like the God of War, attends. 
The prudent chief in ſore diſtreſs they found, 


With bands of furious Trojans compaſs'd round. 
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1 when foe huntſman, with a flying ſpear, 
From the blind thicket wounds a ſtately deer; 595 
Down his cleft fide while freſh the blood diſtills, 
He bounds aloft, and ſcuds from hills to hills: 
Till, life's warm vapour iſſuing through the wound, 
Wild mountain-wolves the fainting beaſt ſurround; 
Juſt as their jaws his proſtrate limbs invade, 600 
The lion ruſhes through the woodland ſhade, 
The wolves, though hungry, ſcour diſpers' d away; 3 
The lordly ſavage vindicates his prey. 
Ulyſſes thus, unconquer'd by his pains, wr 
A ſingle warriour, half an hoſt ſuſtaing: 605 
But ſoon as Ajax heaves his tower-like ſnield. 
The ſcatter'd crouds fly frighted o'er the field ; 
Atrides' arm the ſinking hero ſtays, : 
And, ſav'd from numbers, to his car conveys. — 
. Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew; 616 
And firſt Doryclus, Priam's fon, he ſlew. el 
On ſtrong Pandocus next inflicts a wound, 
And lays Lyſander bleeding on the ground. 
As when a torrent, ſwell a: with wintery rains, 
Pours from the mountains o'er the delug'd plains, 515 
And pines and oaks, from their foundations torn, 
A country's ruins! to the ſeas are borne: 
Fierce Ajax thus o'erwhelms the yielding throng; 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 
But Hector, from this ſcene of ſlaughter fir,” 620 
Rag” d on the left, and rul'd the tide of war: I 
Loud groans proclaim his progreſs through the plain, | 
And deep Scamander {wells with heaps of ſlain. 
0 - 7 There 
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There Neſtor and Idomeneus oppoſe 
The warriour's fury, there the battle glows; 625 
There fierce on foot, or from the chariot's height, 
His ſword deforms the beauteous ranks of fight. 
The ſpouſe of Helen, dealing darts around, 
Had pierc'd Machaon with a diftant wound: 
It his right ſhoulder the broad ſhaft appear d, 6306 
And trembling Greece for her phyſician fear d. 
To Neſtor then Idomeneus begun: 
Glory of Greece, old Neleus' valiant ſon! 
Aſcend thy chariot, haſte with ſpeed away, 4 
And great Machaon to the ſhips convey. 5 635 
A wiſe phyſician, Kill'd our wounds to heal, 
Is more than armies to the public we. 
Old Neſtor mounts the ſeat: beſide him rode 
The wounded offspring of the healing God. —— 50Y 
He lends the laſh; the ſteeds with ſounding feet 640 
Shake the dry field, and thunder tow'rd the fleet. 
But now Cebriones, from Hector's car, 
Survey'd the various fortune of the war. 
While here (he cry'd) the flying Greeks are ſlain | 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 645 
Before great Ajax ſee the mingled throng | 
Of men and chariots driven in heaps along! 
T know him well, diſtinguiſh'd o'er the field 
By the broad glittering of the ſeven-fold ſhield, 
Ihither, O Hector, thither urge thy ſteeds, 650 | 
There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds; | 
There horſe and foot in mingled deaths unite, 


And en of * mix with ſnouts of * = 
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Thus having ſpoke, the driver's laſh reſounds; ; 


Swift through the ranks the rapid chariot bounds; 65 5 


stung by the ſtroke, the courſers ſcour the fields, 
O'er heaps of earcaſes, and hills of ſhields. 
The horſes' hoofs are bath'd in heroes gore, 
And, daſhing, purple all the car before; 


The groaning axle ſable drops diſtils, 660 


And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels. 

Here Hector, plunging through the thickeſt fight, 
Broke the dark phalanx, and let in the light: 
(By the long lance, the ſword, or ponderous ſtone, 


. The ranks lie ſcatter'd, and the troops 'o'erthrown) 66 5 < 


Ajax he ſhuns through all the dire debate, 
And fears that arm whoſe force he felt ſo late, 
But partial Jove, eſpouſing HeRor's part, 


Shot heaven bred horrour through the Grec1an's bart „ 
Confus'd, unnerv'd in Hector's preſence grown, 679- 


Amaz'd he ſtood, with terrours not his own. 

O'er his broad back his moony ſhield he threw, 

And, glaring round, with tardy fteps withdrew. 

Thus the grim: lion his retreat maintains, I 
Beſet with watchful dogs and ſhouting ſwains, 675 
Repuls'd by numbers from the nightly ſtalls, . 
Though rage impels him, and though hunger calls, 
Long ſtands the ſhowering darts, and miſfile fires; 

Then ſourly ſlow th' indignant beaſt retires. 


So turn'd ſtern Ajax, by whole hoſts repell d, - we 


While his ſwoln heart at every ſtep rebell'd. 
As the ſlow beaſt with heavy ſtrength endued, 
In ſome wide field by troops of boys purſued, ** 
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1 POPE'S HOME R. 
Though round his ſides a wooden tempeſt rain, 


Crops the tall harveſt, and lays waſte the Plain; ; 68; 


Thick on his hide the hollow blows reſound, 

The patient animal maintains his ground, 

Scarce from the field with all their efforts chac'd, 
And ftirs but flowly when he ſtirs at laſt. 


On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 690 


The ſtrokes redoubled on his buckler rung; 
Confid ing now in bulky ſtrength he ſtands, | 
Now turns, and backwards bears the yielding bands; 

Nou ſtiff recedes, yet hardly ſeems to fly, 


And threats his followers with retorted eye.. i 


Fix'd as the bar between two warring powers, 
While hifling darts deſcend in iron ſhowers : 
In his broad buckler many a weapon ſtood, 
Its ſurface briſtled with a quivering wood; 


And many a javelin, guiltleſs on the "in, 1 f 


Marks the dry duſt, and thirſts for blood in vain. 
But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts, 
And dauntleſs ſprings beneath a cloud of darts; 


| Whoſe eager javelin launch'd againſt the foe, 2 ol 
Great Apiſaon felt the fatal blow; FRET 


From his torn liver:the red current flow'd, 
And his lack knees deſert their dying load. 
The victor ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 
From Paris' bow a vengeful arrow fled: 


Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon ſtood, 710 | 


Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood. 
Back to the lines the wounded Greek retir'd, 
Yet thus, retreating, his aſſociates fir d: 
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What God, O Grecians! has your heart diſmay'd? 
Oh, turn to arms; 'tis Ajax claims your aid. 71 ; 
This hour he ſands the mark of hoſtile rage, : 
And this the laſt brave battle he ſhall wage ; 

Haſte, Join your forces; from the gloomy grave | 
The warriour reſcue, ind your country ſave, 

Thus urg'd the chief; a generous troop appears, 726 
Who ſpread their bucklen, and advance their ſpears, 
To guard their wounded friend: while thus they ſtand _ 
With pious care, great Ajax joins the band : 
Each takes new .courage at the hero's ſight; _ 

The hero rallies and renews the fight. 7257 

Thus rag'd both armies like conflicting Wes, 
While Neſtor's chariot far from fight retires: 55 
His courſers, ſteep'd in ſweat, and ſtain'd with gore, 
The Greeks' preſerver, great Machaon, bor. 
That hour Achilles, from the topmoſt height _ 730 
Of his proud fleet, o'erlook'd the fields of fight; 

His feaſted eyes beheld around the plain 

The Grecian rout, the ſlaying, and the ſlain, 

His friend Machaon ſingled from the reſt, 1 
Atranſient pity touch his vengeful breaſt. 735 
Straight to Menœtius' much-lov'd ſon he ſent; 
Craceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent: 

In evil hour! Then fate decreed his doom; 

And fix'd the date of all his woes to come. | 

Why ealls my friend? Thy lov'd injunctions lay; IP 
Whate er thy will, Patroclus ſhall obey. 

O firſt of friends! (Pelides thus reply d) 
ul at my heart, and ever at my fide! 5 


Tho 


— 
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The time is come, when yon deſpairing hoſt 


Shall learn the value of the man they loſt: 745 


Now at my knees the Greeks ſhall pour their moan, 
And proud Atrides tremble on his throne, 
Go now to Neftor, and from him be taught 

What wounded warriour late his chariot brought ; 
For, ſeen at diſtance, and but ſeen behind, 30 
His form recall'd Machaon to my mind; 

Nor could I, through yon cloud, diſcern his face, 
The courſers paſs d me with ſo ſwift a pace. 

The hero ſaid. His friend obey'd with haſte, 


Through intermingled ſhips and tents he paſs d; 355 


The chiefs deſcending from their car he found; 
The panting ſteeds Enrymedon unbound, = 
The warriours ſtanding on the breezy ſhore, 
To dry their ſweat, and waſh away the gore, „ 
He paus'd a moment, while the gentle gale 760 
Convey'd that freſhneſs the cool ſeas exhale; 
Then to conſult on farther methods went, 
And took their ſeats beneath the ſhady tent, 
The draught preſcrib'd, fair Hecamede prepares, 
Arfinoiis' daughter, grac'd with golden hairs: 765 
{Whom to his aged arms, a royal ſlave, : 
Greece, as the prize of Neſtor's wiſdom, gave) 
A table firſt with azure feet ſhe plac'd; 
Whoſe ample orb a brazen charger grac'd : bs 
Honey new preſs'd, the ſacred flower of wheat, 770 
And wholeſome garlick, crown'd the ſavoury treat. 
Next her white hand a ſpacious goblet brings, 
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TLIAD, Book XI. 
From eldeſt times: the maſſy ſculptur'd vaſe, 


$47. 


A Glittering with golden ftuds, four handles grace; 77 5 : 


And curling vines around each handle roll'd 
Gypport two turtle-doves emboſs'd in gold. 
A maſly weight, yet heav'd with eaſe by him, 
When the briſk nectar overlook'd the brim. 9 
Temper'd in this, the nymph of form divine 780 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine; 
With goat's-milk cheeſe a flavourous taſte beſtows, 
And laſt wi th flour the ſmiling ſurface ſtrows. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares; 
The cordial beverage reverend Neftor ſhares: 785 
dalubrious draughts the warriours' thirſt allay, ; 
And pleaſing conference beguiles the day, 
Meantime Patroclus, by Achilles ſent, 
Unheard approach'd, and ſtood before the tent, = 
014 Neſtor riſing then, the hero led | 790 - 
To his high ſeat ; the chief refus'd, and ſaid: 8 
"Tis now no 3 for theſe kind delays; 
The great Achilles with impatience ſtays. 
To great Achilles this reſpect I owe; 8 
Who aſks what hero, wounded by the foe, 795 
Was borne from combat by thy foaming ſteeds, 7 
With grief I ſee the great Machaon bleeds : 
This to report my haſty courſe I bend; 
Thou know' the fiery temper of my friend. 
Can then the ſons of Greece (the ſage rejoin'd) 809 
[xcite compaſſion in Achilles' mind? 
Keks he the ſorrows of our hoſt to know ? 3 


[This is not half the ſtory of our woe. 


Tell 
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Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone. l yppre 

Our braveſt heroes in the navy groan, do My fir 

Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, Diomed, (hat 

And ſtern Eurypylus, already bleed. —— 9 for pr 

But ah! what flattering hopes I entertain! When 

Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain : | Petaur 

Ev'n till the flames conſume our fleet he ſtays, 81 The re 

And waits the riſing of the fatal blaze, _ | * Jt 
Three 


Chief after chief the raging foe deſtroys ; 


Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys. With! 
Now the ſlow courſe of all- impairing time The { 
Unſtrings my nerves, and ends my manly prime; 815 (Youn 
Oh! had I Rill that ſtrength my youth poſſeſs d, High 
When this bold arm th' Epeian powers oppreſs'd, | 5 1 
The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, Not fa 
And ſtretch'd the great Itymonzus dead! | Wink 
Then, from my fury fled the trembling ſwains, 920 n 
And ours was all the plunder of the plain?s : 8 
Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of ſwine, * 1 
As many goats, as many lowing kine: _ % go 


And thrice the number of unrivall'd ſteeds, : 
All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 825 
. Theſe, as my firſt eſſay of arms, I won; 
Old Neleus glory'd in his conquering ſon. 


And f 
My ſu 
Amid; 


Thus Elis forc'd, her long arrears reſtor d, Toys 
And ſhares were parted to each Pylian ed There 
The ſtate of Pyle was ſunk to laſt deſpair, bz And 
When the proud Elians firſt commenc'd the war; Thene 

For Neleus' ſons Alcides' rage had ſlain; 


Of twelve bold vrothers, Talone remain! a , 0 


| Opin d 
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Oppreſs' d, we arm'd; and now this conqueſt gain'd 
My fire three hundred choſen ſheep obtain'd. 8 3 5 
(That large repriſal he might juſtly claim, 
for prize defrauded, and inſulted fame, 
When Elis' monarch at the public courſe 
Detain'd his chariot: and victorious horſe.) 
The reſt the people ſhar'd ; myſelf ſurvey'd 840 
The juſt partition, and due victims pay'd. 
Three days were paſt, when Elis roſe to war, 
With many a courſer, and with many a car; 
The ſons of Actor at their army's head . 
(Young as they were) the vengeful ſouadrons led. 845 
High on a rock fair Thryoèſſa ſtands, 
Our utmoſt frontier on the Pylian lands; 
Not far the ſtreams of fam'd Alphæus flow; 1 
The ſtream they paſs d, and pitch'd their tents below. 
Pallas, deſcending in the ſhades of night, 850 
Alarms the Pylians, and commands the fight. 5 
bach burns for fame, and ſwells with martial pride; 
Myſelf the foremoſt ; but my fire deny'd; 5 
Fear'd for my youth, expos'd to ſtern alarms; . 
And ſtopp'd my chariot, and detain'd my arms. 85 _ 


3 My fire deny'd in vain :« on foot I fled _ 
Anidſt our chariots: for the Goddeſs led. 
Along fair Arene's delightful plain, 
Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. Do 
b There, horſe and foot, the Pylian troops unite, 860 
5 


And, ſheath'd in arms, expect the dawning light. 
Thence,, ere the ſun advanc'd his noon-day flame, 
To great Alphzys' ſacred ſource we came 
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There firſt to Jove our ſolemn rites were paid; 


A bull Alphæus; and a bull was ſlain 
To the blue monarch of the watery main. 
In arms we ſlept, beſide the winding flood, 
While round the town the fierce Epeians ſtood, 


| Soon as the ſun, with all revealing ray, | $70 : 


Flam'd in the front of heaven, and gave the day; 
Bright ſcenes of arms, and works of war, appear; | 
The nations meet; there Pylos, Elis here. 

The firſt who fell, beneath my javelin bled; 


King Augias' ſon, and ſpouſe of Agamede: 378 


(She that all ſimples' healing virtues knew, 
And every herb that drinks the morning dew.) 
I ſeiz'd his car, the van of battle led; 

Th' Epeians ſaw, they trembled, and they fled. 


The foe diſpers'd, their braveſt warriour kill'd, $89 f 


Fierce as a whirlwind now I ſwept the field: 
Full fifty captive chariots grac'd my train 
Iwo chiefs from each fell breathleſs to the plain. 


Then ARor's ſons had dy'd, but Neptune ſhrouds 
'The youthful heroes in a veil of clouds, 8858 


i O'er heapy ſhields, and o'er the proſtrate throng, 
Collecting ſpoils, and ſlaughtering all along, 


Where o'er the vales th' Olenian rocks aroſe boon.” 
Till Pallas ſtopp'd us where Alifium flows. 


Through wide Bupraſian fields we forc'd the foes, | ; 
890 


Ev'n there the hindmoſt of their rear I ſlay, | 


And the ſame arm that led, concludes the day, 
Then back to Pyle triumphant take my way. 


E: 8 There 


| There 
An untam'd heifer pleas'd the blue-ey'd Maid; 865 | 
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There to high Jove were public thanks aſſign d, 
ks firſt of Gods; to Neſtor, of mankind. 895 
zuch then I was, impell'd by youthful blood ; 
o prov'd my valour for my country's good. 
Achilles with unactive fury glows, 
And gives to paſſion what to Greece he owes — 
WT How ſhall he grieve, when to th' eternal ſhade 900 
her hoſts ſhall ſink, nor his the power to aid? 
o friend! my memory recalls the day, 
When, gathering aids along the Grecian ſea, 
and Ulyſſes, touch'd at Pthia's port, 
And enter'd Peleus' hoſpitable court, 905 
A bull to Jove he flew in ſacrifice, ; 
And pour'd libations on the flaming thighs. 
Thyſelf, Achilles, and thy reverend fire 
Mencetius, turn'd the fragments on the fire, 
( Achilles ſees us, to the feaſt invites; 910 
WT Social we fit, and ſhare the genial rites. 3 
We then explain'd the cauſe on which we came, 
Urg'd you to arms, and found you fierce for fame. 
our ancient fathers generous precepts gave; N 
naeus faid only this“ My ſon! be brave? 915 
Menctius thus: Though great Achilles ſhine 
In ſtrength ſuperior, and of race divine, 
© Yet cooler thoughts thy elder years attend; 
Let thy juſt counſels aid, and rule thy friend,” 
Thus ſpoke your father at Theſſalia's court; 920 
Words now forgot, though now of vaſt import, 
Ah! try che uml that a friend can ſay, 
duch gentle force the fierceſt minds obey, 


| | 
|| 


Some 
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Some favouring God Achilles' heart may move; 
Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 

If ſome dire oracle his breaſt alarm, 

If aught fromm heaven with- hold his ſaving arm; 
Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 
If thou but lead the Myrmidonian line; 
Clad in Achilles' arms, if thou appear, 930 
Proud Troy may tremble, and deſiſt from warf; 
Preſs'd by freſh forces, her o'erlabour'd train 
Shall ſeck their walls, and Greece reſpire again, 
his touch'd his generous heart, and from the tent 
Along the ſhore with haſty ſtrides he went; 935] 
Soon as he came, where, on the crouded ſtrand, 
The public mart and courts of juſtice ſtand, _ 
Where the tall fleet of great Ulyſſes lies, 

And altars to the guardian Gods ariſe ; | 5 
There ſad he met the brave Evzmon's ſon, 940 
Large painful drops from all his members run; 
An arrow's head yet rooted in his wound, 
The ſable blood in circles mark'd the ground. 
As faintly reeling he confeſs'd the ſmart; | 
Weak was his pace, but dauntleſs was his bart; 915 
Divine compaſſion touch'd Patroclus' breaſt, | 
Who, ſighing, thus his bleeding friend addreſt: 

Ah, hapleſs leaders of the Grecian hoſt! 
Thus mult ye periſh on a barbarous coaſt? 
Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore, 950 

Far from your friends, and from your native ſhore? 
Say, great Eurypylus! ſhall Greece yet 521 * 
Reſiſts ſhe yet the raging HeRor's hand? 


925] 


Or 
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Ot are her heroes doom'd to die with ſhame, 
And this the period of our wars and fame? 955 
Eurypylus replies: No more, my friend, 
Greece is no more! this day her glories end. 
Ev'n to the ſhips victorious Troy purſues, 
Her force encreaſing as her toil renews. 
Thoſe chiefs, that us'd her utmoſt rage to meet, 960 
Lie pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in the fleet. 
But thou, Patroclus! act a friendly part, 
Lead to my ſhips, and draw this deadly dart; 
Wich lukewarm water waſh the gore away, 
WW With healing balms the raging ſmart allay, "= 90s 
Such as ſage Chiron, fire of Pharmacy, 
Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee. 
Of two fam'd ſurgeons, Podalirius ſtands 
This hour ſurrounded by the I rojan bands; 
ud great Machaon, wounded in his tent, 
| Now' wants that ſuccour which ſo oft he lent. 
To him the chief: What then remains to do? 
Th' event of things the Gods alone can view. 
Charg'd by Achilles' great command I fly, 
And bear with haſte the Pylian king's reply; 
But thy diſtreſs this inſtant claims relief. 
He ſaid, and in his arms upheld the chief. 
The ſlaves their maſter's ſlow approach ſurvey'd, 
And hides of oxen on the floor diſplay'd: 
There ſtretch'd at length the wounded hero lay, 
Patroclus cut the forky ſteel away. 
Then in his hands a bitter root he bruis'd ; 
The wound he waſh'd, the ſtyptic juice inſus'd. 
The cloſing fleſh that inſtant ceas'd to glow, | 
The wound to torture, and the blood to flow, 985 
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AS GUMTENT, 
The Battle at the Grecian Wall, 


THE Greeks being retired into their entrenchments, } 
Hector attempts to force them; but it proving im- 
poſſible to paſs the ditch, Polydamas adviſes to quit | 
their chariots, and manage the attack on foot. The | 
Trojans follow his counſel, and, having divided their | 
army into five bodies of foot, begin the aſſault. But 
upon the ſignal of an eagle with a ſerpent in his ta- | 
lons, which appeared on the left hand of the Trojans, } 
Polydamas endeavours to withdraw them again. 
This Hector oppoſes, and continues the attack; in | 
Which, after many actions, Sarpedon makes the firlt 
breach in the wall: Hector alſo caſting a ſtone of | 
vaſt ſize, forces open one of the gates, and enters at 
the head of his troops, who victoriouſly purſue the | 
 Grecians even to their ſhips, 55 


V 


HILE thus the hero's pious cares attend 
Ihe cure and ſafety of his wounded friend, 
Trojans and Greeks with claſhing ſhields engage, 


And mutual deaths are dealt with mutual rage. 
Nor long the trench or lofty walls oppoſe ; 
With Gods averſe th' ill-fated works aroſe ; 
Their powers neglected, and no victim ſlain, 


T he walls were rais'd, the trenches ſunk in vain. 


Without the Gods, how ſhort a period ſtands 
The proudeft monument of mortal hands! 
This ſtood, while Hector and Achilles rag'd, 
While ſacred Troy the warring hoſts engag'd ; 
But when her ſons were lain, her city burn'd, 


And what ſurviv'd of Greece to Greece return 'd; 


Then Neptune and Apollo ſhook the ſhore, 
Then Ida's ſummits pour'd their watery ſtore; 
Rheſus and Rhodius then unite their rills, — 
Careſus roaring down the ſtony hills, 

Eſopus, Granicus, with mingled force, 


And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful ſource ; 10 


And gulphy Simois, rolling to the mann 
Helmets, and ſhields, and god. like heroes ſlain: 
Aa 3 


—I0< 


20 


Theſe 


= — 2 
N — — - py — 1 
— —- 
« . — — — a aY 
, E EIGEN, ge - -  O- ob » . — —— a — 
=> w - - . 
* — = — , 
— 2 — — — — - —— -- — 
* — - — = = - = — - — — — © * 
— nn — — . 


— — — — 


3533 POPE”S HOMER. 

'Theſe turn'd by Phoebus from their wonted ways, 

Deluged the rampire nine continual days; 

Ihe weight of waters ſaps the yielding wall, 25 

And to che ſea the floating bulwarks fall. 

Inceſſant cataracts the Thunderer pours, 

And half the ſkies deſcend in ſluicy ſhowers. 

The God of Ocean, marching ſtern before, 

With his huge trident wounds the trembling ſhore, zo 

Vaſt ſtones and piles from their foundation heaves, 

And whelms the ſmoky ruin in the waves. 

Now ſmooth'd with ſand, and level'd by the flood, 
No fragment tells where once the wonder ſtood ; 

In their old bounds the rivers roll again, 33 

Shine 'twixt the hills, or wander o'er the plain, | 

But this the Gods in later times perform; 

= As yet the bulwark ſtood, and brav'd the ſtorm; 

The ſtrokes yet echoed of contending powers; 

War thunder'd at the gates, and blood diſtain'd the 

Smote by the arm of Jove, and dire diſmay, [towers 

Cloſe by their hollow ſhips the Grecians lay : 

Hector's approach in every wind they hear, 

And Hector's fury every moment fear. 

He, like a whirlwind, toſs'd the ſcattering throng, 45 
Mingled the troops, and drove the field along. 

So *midit the dogs and hunters daring bands, 


Pierce of his might, a boar or lion ſtands; 


Arm'd foes around a dreadful circle form, 
And hiſſing javelins rain an iron ſtorm: 30 
His powers untam'd their bold aſſault defy, 
And where he turns, the rout diſperſe, or die: 
. 85 He 
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He foams, he glares, he bounds againſt them all, 
And if he falls, his courage makes him fall. 


With equal rage encompaſs'd HeQtor glows ; 5 


Exhorts his armies, and the trenches ſhows. 

The panting ſteeds impatient fury breathe, 

But ſnort and tremble at the gulph beneath ; 
Juſt on the brink they neigh, and paw the ground, 


And the turf trembles, and the ſkies reſound. 1 


Eager they view'd the proſpect dark and deep, 
Vaſt was the leap, and headlong hung the ſteep; 
The bottom bare (a formidable ſhow!) 
And briſtled thick with ſharpened ſtakes below. 
The foot alone this ſtrong defence could force, 65 
And try the paſs impervious to the horſe. 1 
This ſaw Polydamas; who, wiſely brave, 
Reftrain'd great Hector, and his counſel gave: 

Oh thou! bold leader of the Trojan bands, 
And you, confederate chiefs from foreign lands! 70 
What entrance here can cumbrous chariots find, 
The ſtakes beneath, the Grecian walls behind? 
No paſs through thoſe, without a thouſand wounds, 
No ſpace for combat in yon narrow bounds, 
Proud of the favours mighty Jove has ſhown, 7 
On certain dangers we too raſhly run: Dn” 
If *tis his will our haughty toes to tame, 
Oh may this inſtant end the Grecian name! 
Here, far from Argos, let their heroes fall, 


And one great day deſtroy and bury all! 86 


But ſnould they turn, and here oppreſs our train, 
What hopes, what methods of retreat remain? 
. 


Wedg'd 
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Wedg'd in the trench, by our own. troops confus'd, 
In one promiſcuous carnage cruſh'd and bruis'd ; 
All Troy muſt periſh, if their arms prevail, 8 
Nor ſhall a Trojan live to tell the tale. 
Hear then, ye warriours! and obey with ſpeed; 
Back from the trenches let your ſteeds be led, 
Then all alighting, wedg'd in firm array, 
Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the way: 90 
So Greece ſhall ſtoop before our conquering power, 
And this (if Jove conſent) her fatal hour. 

This counſel pleas'd : the God-like Hector rang 
Swift from his ſeat; his clanging armour rung. 


The chief's example follow d by his train, 0 


Each quits his car, and iſſues on the plain. 

By orders ſtrict the charioteers enjoin'd, 

Compel the courſers to their ranks behind. 

The forces part in five diſtinguiſh'd bands, 
And all obey their ſeveral chiefs* commands. ioo 
The beſt and braveſt in the firſt conſpire, 


Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire: 
Great Hector orion i in the van of theſe, 


Polydamas, and brave Cebriones. ED 
Before the next the graceful Paris ſhines, 105 
And bold Alcathoiis, and Agenor joins. 
Ihe ſons of Priam with the third appear, 


= Deiphobus, and Helenus the ſeer ; 


In arms with theſe the mighty Aſius ſtood, 


Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 110 


And whom Ariſba's yellow courſers bore, 
The courſers fed on Selle's winding ſhore, 
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Antenor's ſons the fourth battalion —_— 
And great ZEneas, born on fountful Ide. 
Divine Sarpedon the laſt band obey d, 115 
Whom Glaucus and Aſteropæus aid; 
Next him, the braveſt at their army's head, 
But he more brave than all the hoſts he led. 

Now with compacted ſhields, in cloſe array, | 
The moving legions ſpeed their headlong way: 120 
Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, 1 
And ſee the Grecians gaſping at their feet. 

While erery Trojan thus, and every aid, 

Th' advice of wiſe Polydamas obey'd ; 

Afius alone, confiding in his car, "F980 
His vaunted courſers urg'd to meet the war. 
Unhappy hero! and advis'd in vain! _ 

Thoſe wheels returning ne'er ſhall mark the plain; * 

No more thoſe courſers with triumphant joy 

Reſtore their maſter to the gates of Troy! 130 
Black death attends behind the Grecian wall, 5 
And great Idomeneus ſhall boaſt thy fall. 

Fierce to the left he drives, where from the plain 

The flying Grecians ftrove their ſhips to gain; 
Witt through the wall their horſe and chariots paſt, 
The gates half-open'd to receive the laſt. 

Thither, exulting in his force, he flies: 

His following hoſt with clamours rend the ſkies; 

To plunge the Grecians headlong in the main, 

ach their proud hopes, but all cheſs hopes were vain. 

To guard the gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 
Who from the Lapiths' warlike race e deſcend ; 
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This Polypœtes, great Perithoüs' heir, 
And that Leonteus, like the God of war. 
As two tall oaks, before the wall they riſe; 
"Their roots in earth, their heads amidſt the ſkies; 
Whoſe ſpreading arms, with leafy honours crown'd, 
Forbid the tempeſt, and protect the ground; 
High on the hill appears their ſtately form, - 
hand their deep roots for ever brave the ſtorm. 150 
So graceful theſe, and ſo the ſhock they ſtand 
Of raging Aſius, and his furious band. : 
Oreſtes, Acamus, in front appear, 
And Oenomaus and Thoon cloſe the rear; 
La vain their clamours ſhake the ambient fields, 
In vain around them beat their hollow ſhields; 
The fearleſs brothers on the Grecians call, 
To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 
 Ev'n when they ſaw Troy's ſable troops impend, 
And Greece tumultuous from her towers deſcend, 160 
Forth from the portals ruſh'd th' intrepid pair, 
Oppos'd their breaſts, and ſtood themſelves the war. 
So two wild boars ſpring furious fcom their den. 
Rouz'd with the cries of dogs and voice of men; 
On every fide the crackling trees they tear, 165 
And root the ſhrubs, and lay the foreſt bare; 
They gnaſh their tuſks, with fire their 0 al roll, 
Till ſome wide wound lets out their mighty ſoul. 
Around their heads the whiſtling javelins ſung, 
With ſounding ſtrokes their brazen targets rung; 170 
Fierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian powers 
Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the lofty towers: 
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To ſave their fleet, the laſt efforts they try, 
And ſtones and darts in mingled tempeſts fly. 
As when ſharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings 17 I 
The dreary winter on his frozen wings ; 
Beneath the low-hung clouds the ſheets of ſnow 
Deſcend, and whiten all the fields below : 
do faſt the darts on either army pour, Foe 
So down the rampires rolls the rocky ſhower; 180 
Heavy and thick reſound the batter'd ſhields, 
And the deaf echo rattles round the fields. 
With ſhame repuls'd, with grief and fury driven, 


The frantic Aſius thus accuſes Heaven: 


In Powers immortal who ſhall now believe? 185 
Can thoſe too flatter, and can Jove deceive? 
What man could doubt but Troy's victorious power 
Should humble Greece, and this her fatal hour? 
But like when waſps from hollow crannies drive, 
To guard the entrance of their common hive, 190 
Darkening the rock, while with unwearied wings 
They ſtrike th' aſſailants, and infix their ſtings; 
A race determin'd, that to death contend- 
So fierce theſe Greeks their laſt retreats defend. ; 
Gods! ſhall two warriours only guard their gates, 195 
Repel an army, and defraud the Fates? 
Theſe empty accents mingled with the wind; 
Nor mov'd great Jove's unalterable mind; 
To god-like Hector, and his matchleſs might 
Was ow'd the glory of the deftin'd fight, _ 200 
Like deeds of arms through all the forts were try'd, 
And all the gates ſuſtain'd an equal tide ; : 
| Through 
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Through the Iong walls the ſtony ſhowers were heard, : 
The blaze of flames, the flaſh of arms, appear'd, 
The ſpirit of a God my breaſt inſpire, 209 
Jo raiſe each act to life, and ſing with fire! 
While Greece unconquer'd kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair; 
And all her guardian Gods, in deep diſmay, 
With unaſſiſting arms deplor'd the day, 210 
Ev'n yet the dauntleſs Lapithz maintain 
The dreadful paſs, and round them heap the ſlain, 
Firſt Damaſus, by Polypetes' ſteel = | 
Pierc'd through his helmet's brazen vizor, fell; 
The weapon drank the mingled brains and gore; 21 15 | 
The warriour ſinks, tremendous now no more! 
Next Ormenus and Pylon yield their breath, 
Nor leſs Leonteus ſtrows the field with death: 
Firſt through the belt Hippomachus he „ 
Fhen ſudden wav'd his unreſiſted ſword; 220 | 
Antiphates, as through the ranks he broke, - | 
The faulchion ſtruck, and fate dN the mn}: 0 
lämenus, Oreſtes, Menon, bled ; | 
And round him roſe a monument of dead. 
Nleantime, the braveſt of the Trojan crew, 225 
Bold Hector and Polydamas purſue; 9 
Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 
And wrap in rolling flames the fleet and wall. 
Theſe on the farther bank now ſtood and gaz 'd, | 
By Heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amaz' * 230 
A ſignal omen ſtopp'd the paſſing hoſt, 1 Four 
Their martial fury in their 8 1 
e | e 8 Jove's 
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Jove's bird on ſounding pinions beat the ſkies; 
A bleeding ſerpent, of enormous ſize, 


Hiaalons td, alive, and curling round, 235 
He ſtung the bird, whoſe throat receiv'd the wound: 


Mad with the ſmart, he drops the fatal prey, 
In airy circle wings his painful way, 


Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with cries: 


Amidſt the hoſt the falling ſerpent lies. 240 
They, pale with terrour, mark its ſpires unroll'd, 

And Jove's portent with beating hearts behold. 

Then firſt Polydamas the ſilence broke, 

Long weigh'd the fignal, and to Hector ſpoke: 


How oft, my brother, thy reproach I bear, 24 5 


For words well- meant, and ſentiments ſincere! 
True to thoſe counſels which I judge the beſt, 
] tell the faithful dictates of my breaſt. 


To ſpeak his thoughts, 1s every freeman's ri abe, | 


In-peace and war, in council and in fight; 250 


And all I move, deferring to thy ſway, 

But tends to raiſe, that power which I obey. 

Then hear my words, nor may my words be vain ; 
Seek not, this day, the Grecian ſhips to gain; 


For ſure, to warn us Jove his omen ſent, 255 


And thus my mind explains its clear event. 

The victor eagle, whoſe ſiniſter flight 1 5 
Retards our hoſt, and fills our hearts with fright, 
Diſmiſs'd his conqueſt in the middle ſkies, 


Allow'd to ſeize, but not poſſeſs the prize; 260 


Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian fleet, 
Though theſe pod. bulwarks tumble at our feet, 


Toils 
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_ 'Toils unforeſeen, and fiercer, are decreed ; 
More woes ſhall follow, and more heroes bleed, 


So bodes my ſoul, and bids me thus adviſe; * 265 


For thus a ſkilful ſeer would read the ſkies. 

Io him then Hector with diſdain return'd : 
(Fierce as he ſpoke, his eyes with fury burn'd} 
Are theſe the faithful counſels of thy tongue? 


Thy will is partial, not thy reaſon wrong: 270 | 


Or, if the purpoſe of thy heart thou vent, 
Sure Heaven reſumes the little ſenſe it lent. 
What coward counſels would thy madneſs move, 
| Againſt the word, the will reveal'd of Jove? 


The leading fign, th' irrevocable nod. 225 


And happy thunders of the favouring God, 
'Theſe ſhall I ſlight? and guide my wavering mind 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind? 
Ve vagrants of the ſky! your wings extend, 


Or where the ſuns ariſe, or where deſcend; 280 


To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 
While J the dictates of high Heaven obey. 
Without a fign his ſword the brave man draws, 
And aſks no omen but his country's cauſe. 


But why ſhouldft thou ſuſpect the war's ſucceſs? 285 | 


Done fears it more, as none promotes it leſs : 
Though all our chiefs amid yon ſhips expire, 
Truſt thy own cowardiſe t' eſcape their fire. 
Troy and her ſons may find a general grave, 


But thou canſt live, for thou canſt be a ſlave. 290 


Yet ſhould the fears that wary mind ſuggeſts 


Spread their cold poiſon through our ſoldiers breafts,” 


” 
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My javelin can revenge ſo baſe a part, 
And free the ſoul that quivers in thy heart. 
Furious he ſpoke, and, ruſhing to the wall, 295 
Calls on his hoft ; his hoſt obey the call; 0 
With ardour follow where their leader flies: 
Redoubling clamours thunder in the ſkies. 
Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 
And drifts of duſt the clouded navy hide: 300 
He fills the Greeks with terrour and diſmay, £2 
And gives great Hector the predeſtin'd day, 
Strong in themſelves, but ſtronger in their aid, 


Cloſe to the works their rigid fiege they laid. 


I vain the mounds and maſſy beams defend, gog 
While theſe they undermine, and thoſe they rend; . 
Upheave the piles that prop the ſolid wall; 
And heaps on heaps the ſmoky ruins fall. 
Greece on her rampart ſtands the fierce alarms ; : 
The crouded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 310 
Shield touching ſhield, a long refulgent row; _ 
Whence hifling darts, inceſſant, rain below. 
The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 
And rouze, with flame divine, the Grecian power. 3 
The generous impulſe every Greek obeys; 31715 
Threats urge the fearful ; and the valiant, praiſe, 5 
Fellows in arms! whoſe deeds are known to fame, 
And you whoſe ardour hopes an equal name! 8 
dince not alike endued with force or art; — 
Behold a day when each may act his part! 320 
A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, Cs 
To gain new glories, or.augment the old. Es 
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Urge thoſe who ſtand; and thoſe who faint, excite; 
Drown Hector's vaunts in loud exhorts of fight; : 
Conqueſt, not ſafety, fill the thoughts of all; 325 
Seek not your fleet, but ſally from the wall; 5 
So Jove once more may drive their routed train, 
And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. 
heir ardour kindles all the Grecian powers; 


And now the ſtones deſcend in heavier ſhowers. 330 In 
As when high Jove his ſharp artillery forms, - FF In 
And opes his cloudy magazine of ſtorms; | An 
In winter's bleakg uncomfortable reign, Ee 
A ſnowy inundation hides the plain; j e 
He ftills the winds, and bids the ſkies to ſleep; 335 M | 
Then pours the ſilent tempeſt, thick and deep: SR 2 
And firſt the mountain-tops are cover'd oer. He 
'Then the green fields, and then the ſandy ſhore; oe 
Bent with the weight the nodding woods are ſeen - 8 10 


And one bright waſte hides all the works of men: 340 Fi 
The circling ſeas. alone, abſorbing all, _ 


Drink the diſſolving fleeces as they fall. = 2 

So from each fide increas'd the tony rain, 5 _ £0 
And the white ruin riſes o'er the —_— Ar 
Thus god- like Hector and his troops contend 34) ©: 

; To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; . Ot 
Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would yield, N W 
Till great Sarpedon tower d amid the field; | Ae 
For mighty Jove inſpir'd with martiat lame _ 0 
His matchleſs ſon, and urg'd him on to fame. 359 At 
In arms he ſhines, conſpicuous from afar,  - MI |! 
And bears aloft his ample ſhield in air;  - MF 


Within 


hin | 


Within whoſe orb the thick bull-hides were roll d, 
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Ponderous with braſs, and bound with ductile <td: : 

And, while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 355 

Majeſtic moves along, and leads his Lycian bands. 
So, preſs'd with hunger, from the mountain's muted 

Deſcends a lion on the flocks below ; | 

80 ſtalks the lordly ſavage o'er the alin, WE 

In ſullen majeſty, and ftern diſdain: 368 

In vain loud maſtiffs bay him from afar, N 


And ſhepherds gall him with an iron war; 3 


Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his way; 
He foams, he roars, he rends the panting prey. 


Reſoly'd alike, divine Sarpedon glows 365 


With generous rage that drives him on the foes. 
He views the towers, and meditates their fall, 
To ſure deſtruction dooms th' aſpiring wall; 


Then, caſting on his friend an ardent look, 


Fir'd with the thirſt of glory, thus he ſpoke: 370 
Why boaſt we, Glaucus! our extended reign, 
Where Xanthus' ſtreams enrich the Lycian pong 
Our numerous herds that range the fruitful field, 
And hills where vines their purple harveſt yield, 1 
Our foaming bowls with purer nectar crown'd, 37 * 
Our feaſts enhanc'd with muſick's ſprightly found. * 
Why on thoſe ſhores are we with joy ſurvey d, 5 
Admir'd as heroes, and as Gods obey'd; 
Unleſs great acts ſuperior merit prove, N 
And vindicate the bounteous Powers above ? * 0 
'Tis ours, the dignity they give tw. gmce; 
The firſt in valour, as the firſt in place; „„ 
Vol. XVII. S8 It 
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That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 
Behold our deeds tranſcending our commands, 

Such, they may cry, deſerve the ſovereign mm 38 5 

Whom thoſe that envy, dare not imitate! 

Could all our care elude the gloomy grave, 
Which claims no leſs the fearful than the brave, 

For luſt of fame I ſhould not vainly dare 


In fighting fields, nor urge thy ſoul to war. 399 | 


But fince, alas! ignoble age muſt come, 
Diſeaſe, and.death's inexorable doom ; 
The life which others pay, let us beſtow, 
And give to fame what we to nature owe; 


Brave though we fall, and honour'd if we live, | "97 1 


Or let us glory gain, or glory give! 

le ſaid; his words the liſtening chief inſpire a 
With equal warmth, and rouze the warriour's fire; ; 
The troops purſue their leaders with delight, 


Ruſh to the foe, and claim the promis'd fight. 400 


| Meneſtheus from on high the ſtorm beheld 
Threatening the fort, and blackening 1 in the field : 
Around the walls he gaz'd, to view from far 
What aid appear'd t' avert th* approaching war, 
And ſaw where Teucer with th* Ajaces ſtood, 405 
Of fight inſatiate, prodigal of blood. 
In vain he calls; the din of helms and ſhields 
Rings to the ſkies, and echoes through the — 
Ihe brazen hinges fly, the walls reſound, 


Heaven trembles, roar. the . thunders all the 


ground. 
Then thus to Thos Hence with ſpeod he fd) 


And urge the bold Ajacks to our aid; 
Thel 
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Their ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear 

The bloody labours of the doubtful war: e 
Hither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, e 
The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile force. ö 


But, if too fiercely there the foes contend. 


Let Telamon, at leaſt, our towers defend. 85 
And Teucer haſte with his unerring bow, 5 


To ſhare the danger, and repel the fo, "<< _ 


Swift as the word, the herald ſpeeds along 
The lofty ramparts, through the martial throng; 
And finds the heroes bath'd in ſweat and gore, 
Oppos'd in combat on the duſty ſhore. 


Ve valiant leaders of our warlike bands! 425 


Your aid (ſaid 'Thovs) Peleus' fon 3 

Vour ſtrength, united, beſt may help to bear 
The bloody labours of the doubtful war: 
Thither the Lycian princes bend tkeir courſe, 


The beſt and braveſt of the hoſtile I 


But if too fiercely here the foes contend, , 
At leaſt, let Telamon thoſe towers defend. 
And Teucer haſte with his unerring bow, 
To ſhare the danger, and repel the foe. 


Straight to the fort great Ajax turn'd his care, . 


And thus beſpoke his 38 of the war: 
Now, valiant Lycomede! exert your might, 
And, brave Oileus, prove your force in fight: 
To you I truſt the fortune of the field, 


Till by this arm the foe ſhall be repell'd? 440 


That done, expect me to complete the day 
88 with his ſeyen- fold: ſhield, he ſtrode dh 


"D083. With | 
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With equal ſteps bold Teucer preſs'd the ſhore, 
Whoſe fatal bow the ſtrong Pandion bore. 


High on the walls appear'd the Lycian powers, 445 


Like ſome black tempeſt gathering round the towers; 
The Greeks, oppreſs'd, their utmoſt force unite, 
Prepar'd to labour in th' unequal fight; 
The war renews, mix'd ſhouts and groans ariſe; 


Tumultuous clamour mounts, and thickens in the ſkies. 


Fierce Ajax firſt th' advancing hoſt invades, 

And ſends the brave Epicles to the ſhades, 
Sarpedon's friend; acroſs the varriour's way, 
Rent from the walls, a rocky fragment lay; 

In modern ages not the ſtrongeſt wan 4355 
Could heave th' unwieldy burthen from the plain. 5 


He pois'd, and ſwung it round; then, toſs'd on 1 high, : 


It flew with force, and labour'd up the ſky; 
Full on the Lycian s helmet thundering 3 : 


The ponderous ruin cruſh'd his batter'd crown, - 460 | 


As ſkilful divers from ſome airy ſteep, 

Headlong deſcend, and ſhoot into the 1 
So falls Epicles then in groans expires, 

' And murmuring to the ſhades the ſoul retires, 


While to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, 465 


From Teucer's hand a winged arrow flew; 
The bearded ſhaft the deſtin'd paſſage found, 
And on his naked arm inflicts a wound. 
The chief, who fear'd ſome foe's zafulting boaſt 


Might ſtop the progreſs of his warlike hoſt, 470. 


Conceal'd the wound, and, leaping from his height, 
| Retir'd reluctant from th' unfiniſh'd ficht, 
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And Ajax ſends his javelin at the foe : 
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Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 
Diſabled Glaucus ſlowly quit the field; - 
His beating breaft with generous ardour glows, 47; 
He ſprings to fight, and flies upon the foes” : 
Alcmion firſt was doom'd his force to feel; 
Deep in his breaſt he plung'd the pointed tee! ; 
Then, from the yawning wound with fury tore 
The ſpear, purſued by guſhing flreams of gore; 480 
Down ſinks the warriour with a thundering ſound, 
His brazen armour rings againft the ground, 

Swift to the battlement the victor flies, 
Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies; 
It ſhakes ; the ponderous ſtones * yield; 485 
The rolling ruins ſmoke along the fiel. 
A mighty breach appears, the walls lie bare; 
And, like a deluge, ruſhes in the war. 
At once bold Teucer draws the ning bow, 


499 


373 


Fix'd in his belt the feather'd weapon ſtood, 
And through his buckler drove the trembling wood ; 
But Jove was preſent i in the dire debate, 

To ſhield his offspring, and avert his fate. E 
The prince gave back, not meditating flight, 0 
But urging vengeance, and ſeverer fight; 
Then, rais'd with hope, and fir'd with glory” $ charms, 
His fainting ſquadrons to new fury warms: 
O where, ye Lycians! is the ſtrength you boaſt ? 5 
Your former fame and ancient virtue loſt! _ 500 
The breach lies open, but your chief in vain 
Attempts alone the guarded paſs to gain; DG 
Sw 1 5 . „ Unite, 
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Unite, and ſoon that hoſtile fleet ſhall fall; 

Ide force of powerful union conquers all. 

This juſt rebuke inflam'd the Lycian crew. cor 
They join, they thicken, and th' aſſault renew: _ 
 Unmov'd th'. embodied Greeks their fury dare, 

And fix'd ſupport the weight of all the war; 

Nor could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, 


Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian towers. 510 


As, on the confines of adjoining grounds, 
Two ſtubborn ſwains with blows diſpute their bounds; 
They tug, they ſweat; but neither gain or yield, 
One foot, one inch, of the contended field : 
| Thysobſtinate to death they fight, they fall; 515. 
Nor theſe can keep, nor thoſe can win, the wall. 
Their manly breaſts are pierc'd with many a wound, 
Loud ſtrokes are heard, and rattling arms reſound, 
The copious laughter covers all the ſnore, 
And the high ramparts drop with human gore. 5ꝛ0 
As when two ſcales are charg'd with doubtful loads, 
From fide to fide the trembling balance nods 
(While ſome laborious matron, juſt and poor. 
With nice exaftneſs weighs her woolly ſtore) 


Till, pois'd aloft, the reſting beam ſuſpends 027 


Each equal weight; nor this, nor that, deſcends: 


So ſtood the war, till Hector's matchleſs might 


With Fates prevailing, turn'd the ſcale of fight. 


Fierce as a whirlwind up the walls he flies, 


Ang fires his hoſt with loud repeated cries; . . : 530 
Advance, ye Trojans! lend your valiant hands 
| Haſte to the fleet, and toſs the blazang brands! 


— | 


They 
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They hear, they run; and, gathering at his call, 
Raiſe ſcaling- engines, and aſcend the wall: 
Around the works a wood of glittering ſpears 535 
Shoots up, and all the riſing hoſt appears. 

A ponderous ſtone bold Hector heav' d to throw, 
pointed above, and rough and groſs below : 
Not two ſtrong men th' enormous weight could raiſe, 


Such men as live i in theſe degenerate days; 540 


Vet this, as eaſy as a ſwain could bear 

The ſnowy fleece, he toſs'd, and ſhook in air: 
For Jove upheld, and lighten'd of its load 
Th' unwieldy rock, the labour of a God. 


Thus arm'd, before the folded gates he came, 545 


Of maſſy ſubſtance, and ſtupendous frame; 
With iron bars and brazen hinges ſtrong, 
On lofty beams of ſolid timber hung: 


Then, thundering throughthe planks with Grade wy, : 
Drives the ſharp rock; the ſolid beams give way, 550 
The folds are Matter d; from the crackling door 


Leap the reſounding hom, the flying hinges roar, 
Now ruſhing in, the furious chief appears, 


Gloomy as night! and ſhakes two ſhining ſpears; = 
A dreadful gleam from his bright armour came, 555 


And from his eye-balls flaſh'd the living flame. - 
He moves a God, reſiſtleſs in his courſe, 
And ſeems a match for more than mortal force. 


Then pouring after, through the gaping ſpace,  _ 
A tide of Trojans flows, and fills the place; 560 . 


The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly; 


The ſhore is heap'd with death, and tumult rends the ſky. 
. ; 5 CON. 
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